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Varnuitipie 


1 K International Airport / Lobby (Around 9am) 


If there is something that I (Byouinzaka Kuroneko) definitely cannot 
tolerate about this illogical and irrational world, and this might be slightly 
unexpected for the people that know about me, it’s this one single thing— 
that is, not comprehending. Generally speaking, whether that thing is trivial, 
minute, or inversely major or essential, I considerably despise it. For things 
that cannot be theorised, for things that cannot be explained by reason, just 
their existence in this world alone makes my stomach hurt, my mood hurt, 
so much that I even feel like throwing up on the spot. I wish for this world to 
at least be within the reach of my comprehension — However, though it is a 
shame (going completely against my meagre wish), from my perspective, 
this world is far too incomplete and far too imperfect. As my beloved friend 
would say, it is broken. Whether it has been broken all along or has become 
like this due to someone's doing, that my beloved friend's words do not 
conclude—anyhow, it has settled still being incomplete and imperfect. For 
instance, I ask a question—yet, there is no one to answer it. I have always 
been on the questioned side. As if answering the gods’ quizzes is the 
homework bestowed upon my brief life. Although, unlike my beloved friend, 
I do not think one little bit that this world is broken—even though it is 
incomplete and imperfect, I wouldn't dare go as far as to think it is broken. 
Even if it was hypothetically broken, I think it would be well within the range 
of what can be restored. That is why I will continue to answer the gods’ 
quizzes—without ever giving up on getting an answer, without ever saying 
"T don't understand." All the while foolishly thinking that giving this answer 
will allow my worthless life the privilege of being sustained. 

Considering all of that, on the twelfth of January at around nine in the 
morning at K International Airport, I was sitting on my travel trunk, waiting 
for my beloved friend. If you’ll let me state the natural comment a third year 


high schooler would have, this day was scheduled to be right after the Center 


Test. That said, I had not taken that test, but of course, our schedule was 
made to arrange for my beloved friend. Our appointment was set to be at half 
past nine in the morning—my beloved friend had the habit of showing up at 
appointments approximately 30 minutes in advance. However, since I hada 
routine of arriving to places one hour early, in reality it was like our scheduled 
time was more around quarter to eight o'clock. If we didn't think that way, 
we wouldn't be coherent with each other. I didn't know the result of my 
beloved friend's Center Test—and it would’ve been easy to find out had I 
wanted to—but since he hadn't said anything, it was safe to assume his score 
was lower than what he had aimed for. Although unlike me, he was a proper 
test-taker; if he wasn't, then even with hypothetically overly lenient parents, 
he wouldn't be permitted to go on an overseas vacation at this time of year. 

Overseas vacation. 

London, a trip of five nights and six days with flight time included. 

It’s too late to say this, already being in the airport, but I felt like London 
was somewhat too high of a hurdle for two third-year high schoolers to visit 
alone—no, if you’ll let me be frank, to begin with, this was the first time I had 
ever visited an airport. I am bad (extremely bad) at dealing with crowds, so I 
was anxious of how it would be, but arriving there, I felt relief. Certainly, 
airports are crowded with people, but this one was so vast it didn't feel that 
packed. So vast I was confident I could walk straight in any direction without 
fear of running into people. More than feeling like I was spared, I felt saved. 
By the way, I went to the airport by taxi. For certain reasons, we didn't have 
to worry about the monetary aspect during this trip—I had an all-powerful 
backup for this. Although my request of going all out and changing the plane 
trip to a charter flight was denied. My beloved friend is exceedingly aware of 
my phobia of people, so he proposed to just meet up at the school we were 
attending, but I still had my pride as the host of this trip, so I spurned that 


idea. It seemed my beloved friend overestimated me on this aspect, but in 


' The National Center Test for University Admissions 
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/National Center Test for University Admissions 


reality, I was an uninteresting person who had yet to grow out of her childish 
ways. Although even I realised that if I started bragging about having come to 
the airport alone, the journey ahead would be full of concerns. 

Well, I won't be alone from now on. 

It will be the two of us. 

All while thinking that, I was also reading a tourist book about London— 
I saw my beloved friend, not right on time but still within expectations, 
waving a hand at me, walking in my direction. I could distinguish his 
unsociable face that doesn’t let on what he’s thinking about from over a 
hundred meters away. Well, even though the human density was low, if I said 
I didn’t notice him because I was feeling lonely in a place filled with people I 
didn't know, that would be a great lie. I raised my face with an expression of 
joy at having met someone I know, brightness, gaudiness, and magnificence 
(in short: the same as always), however, upon seeing his standing figure, I 
lost my words, which was out of character for me. 

He appeared with an awfully small pouch in one hand—he didn't possess 
any other luggage. For a second I dropped my gaze to the travel trunk I was 
sitting on, then to the boston bag I had put my precious items and medicine 
in before returning my eyes to him. He asked me, 

"What's up? Byouinzaka." 

As if being dubious of my reaction. 

"You're awfully quiet today. Where did your incessant and unstopping 
Byouinzaka Talk go?" 

"Do you feel bad maybe? As I thought, you shouldn't have pushed yourself 
by coming here alone. That's why I told you we'd go together—no, it's my 
bad. I should have forced my stance no matter what you said." 

He seemed to be worried about my health, but those words that would 
normally have brought me great joy didn't touch my heart. 

"Samatoki-kun." 

With a slight bit of hope in my chest, I asked. 


"Did you already drop off your luggage?" 

"No? This is all I have." 

My beloved friend—Hitsuuchi Samatoki-kun raised his pouch to show it 
to me while simultaneously blankly tilting his head as if he didn't understand 
the meaning behind my question. 

"T only need my passport and some money, right? Didn't you say so?" 

"... That is certainly what I told you, but..." 

That was in the logical extreme sense. I hadn't imagined he would come 
so lightly equipped. I mean, his bag was the size of what one would carry 
when going to the convenience store. A pouch was meant to be a second bag 
and implicitly hinted at the existence of a first bag, but Samatoki-kun had 
broken that unwritten rule without a concern. 

He was wearing our familiar student uniform. 

Well, I was the one to make that request — similarly, I was in my uniform. 
Pondering about the original goal of our trip, it was better for us to be in 
uniforms rather than casual clothing. However, seeing the sight of him ina 
uniform, and on top of that, lazily wearing a loose coat over his shoulder 
without passing his arms through the sleeves and bearing a tiny pouch in one 
arm, I couldn't manage to think of the word ‘overseas vacation’. Was I lacking 
in effort? No, that shouldn't be the case. What in the world does Samatoki- 
kun think he can do with a pouch barely able to fit a B5 size paper sheet? 
Unless that bag was a door to a fourth dimensional space, I couldn't see 
myself satisfied by any of his answers. 

"If I take unnecessary stuff and lose something there, it'd be a big deal, 
after all. Mm? Woah, Byouinzaka, you've got a massive amount of luggage, 
don't you?" 

Having finally noticed the travel trunk I was sitting on, Samatoki-kun 
showed his surprise. I have, without exaggeration, zero stamina or strength, 
so if my luggage were too heavy, I wouldn't be able to carry it. So I had 
thought this was the result of restricting myself quite a lot already, but no 


matter how one looked at it, I probably had over ten times Samatoki-kun's 


amount of luggage. Rather, normally one wouldn't even count something the 
size of Samatoki-kun's pouch as part of the luggage category. 

Uwaah. 

It was kind of a letdown. 

Though I wasn't expecting perfection, it was still my first trip alone with 
a good friend. I was quite, no, really excited about it. But now all of that 
excitement had turned into embarrassment. What's up with this feeling of 
shame? Like last night, I was packing my trunk so happily, but Samatoki-kun 
came with the amount of luggage he could have prepared this morning in five 
minutes...I'm sure even stuffing textbooks into a school bag would take more 
effort. 

"Well, thinking of what could happen there, I feel like bringing various 
things, you see. I can't stay unprepared like you, Samatoki- kun." 

Icouldn't help my tone turning sarcastic. However, letting Samatoki-kun 
notice my disappointment here wasn't in my hopes either—rather, that 
reaction wouldn't fit the character of Byouinzaka Kuroneko that Samatoki- 
kun expected. His overestimation of me was more than a little bothersome, 
but still wanting to answer to it as much as possible anyway was part of 
human nature. 

"Why not just buy that stuff when we get there?" 

His dullness was genuine. He didn't take notice of my sarcasm and said 
something not carefree but optimistic. That thinking in itself wasn't wrong, 
but I think I had told him about how expensive the cost of living is in London 
was, though it seemed he had forgotten. For the same reason why I was able 
to take a taxi here, Samatoki-kun didn't have to worry about the expenses. 
However, that didn't apply to private expenses. Because it wasn't an all- 
expenses paid trip. 

"...Then, it's the first time for both of us, so shall we get the boarding 
procedures over with, Samatoki-kun? After all, killing time here or at the 


boarding gates is the same." 


The departure time of our plane bound for London was at half past 
eleven—apparently, for overseas travel one must arrive at the airport two 
hours before the departure time. Having never been on an airplane, I had no 
choice but to obey this advice, but I couldn't deny feeling like this was a waste 
of time. Even though it already takes half a day to get to London. 

Having said that and stood up, Samatoki-kun grabbed the travel trunk I 
was sitting on until then, as if it was the most natural thing to do. Then, with 
the same naturalness, he started walking with the trunk rolling behind as if 
it was his own. 

"Mm? What happened? You're the one with all the tickets, so we can't 
make any procedures if you don't come with me, can we?" 

"_..Right." 

Pretending not to notice his casual kindness, I purposely skipped 
thanking him and followed behind him. Though I feel fed up with my 
simplicity, I felt that the disappointment of earlier was made up for with just 
that. 


2 K International Airport / Boarding Gate (Around 10.20am) 


Having entrusted my travel trunk as hand luggage, we had become lighter 
in on-hand possessions and sat next to each other on the seats near the 
boarding gate for the London flight, with me on the left and Samatoki-kun 
on the right. The departure time was scheduled for half past eleven—in other 
words, the boarding would start at around a little past eleven o'clock. Well, 
we had leeway in our schedule. As expected of the boarding gate, more and 
more people likely to board on the plane gathered there, making the density 
substantially higher. That sight made the phobia of people I have—the hatred 
towards illogicality and irrationality—run chills down my spine. We could 
spot a reasonable percentage of foreigners about to go back to their country. 
Aweird case was aman in Buddhist attire, reading a traditional Japanese book 
somewhere a little ways away. What could it be, was he going to spread the 
teachings of Buddha in London? Anyhow, when there are lots of people, 
although it's not exactly things I don't understand, I end up thinking about 
various worry-inducing elements against my will, which causes me to 
inevitably feel bad. Were Samatoki-kun not at my side, I would long be 
cowering in fear at this point. Once we enter the airplane, the density should 
lower once again, so I only have to bear with it until then. I thought so while 
looking at the gigantic aeroplane visible on the other side of the window pane 
(even looking at an aeroplane from a long distance was a first for me—it was 
even more impressive than I expected). 

"By the way, Byouinzaka." 

So because of that, we were engaging in meaningless time -killing chit- 
chats—by the way, up until then, most of the conversation topics were things 
concerning Samatoki-kun's little sister. He was a pervert in love with his 
little sister—then, Samatoki-kun abruptly threw me a question, in the same 
way gods do. 


"What are we going to do in London exactly?" 


I had invited Samatoki-kun on this trip at the very start of the year. 
Meaning he had over two weeks of time before the day of departure, today. 
This was the first time Samatoki-kun had asked me that. To be honest, that 
was what had me bewildered the most —why had this man so easily accepted 
going on a sudden overseas trip without asking for the reason or objective? 
Unlike him, I was a person of common sense; it was my intention to explain 
to him the ins and outs of this trip, but the timing completely slipped out of 
my hands, leading to today. Even though I was constantly wondering, "Is it 
fine? Is it really fine?" bringing up something he didn't even ask felt 
somewhat pessimistic. For Samatoki-kun too, he was hesitating whether or 
not to ask but finally managed to bring himself to do it at the very end—of 
course, that wasn't the case. In his case, it was simply a topic for idle 
discussion, a means of killing time, his expression let out no sign of being 
eager for an answer. Did this high schooler seriously think of London as 
something on the same level as a neighbourhood convenience store? 

Actually (even though I wasn't satisfied with his timing) my evaluation of 
Samatoki-kun was quite high—if I were to rank all of humanity equally, he 
would be in the top five. The most obvious reason for why I rate him this high 
is, in the end, that simplistic aspect of him. 

He is, how should I put it—frighteningly simple. I am certain that, for this 
trip, that simplicity was what caused his luggage to be so light, as if stripped 
away of everything. No, putting it that way might make it sound like a bad 
thing, and in reality I value this aspect even when meant in a bad way—but 
anyway, his simplicity was out of the norm for an eighteen-year- old. It's not 
about being right or wrong—he was simple. And being so means being easy 
to understand—he existed in the space opposite to the things I don't 
understand I despise so much. 

However, even though the Centre Test was over, I couldn't help but feel 
amazed at the simplicity required to accompany me on a personal trip right 
before our final exams. 


"Among my distant relatives, there is aman called Usui, you see." 


Anyway, this was the moment I had been waiting for. I started explaining 
our objectives for going to London, feeling like I was able to release 
something I had retained for a long time. Do not fret, it's not such a long 
story. We should be well over with it before the boarding starts. 

"He is a strange case of debauchery among our clan—well, for a heretic 
like myself, I can only say it is rather desirable to have him—he has friends 
all around the world." 

"All around the world. I'm jealous." 

Samatoki-kun said so with an insincere tone. He isn't the type to have lots 
of friends. Even though there is no need for comparison with me, for whom 
Samatoki-kun is the only one I can proudly call my friend, due to his pursuit 
of simplicity, it's as if he doesn't want to increase the amount of unnecessary 
parts in his life. Then that might mean Usui is the polar opposite of Samatoki- 
kun. Usui adds things to his life as if they were part of his praised collection. 

"'Tf you can speak English, you can make friends anywhere on Earth' —'If 
you can go on the internet, you can make friends anywhere on Earth' —people 
say that, but that's not really how it works." 

Samatoki-kun said so as if complaining. I cannot praise his action of 
thinking of his lack of friends through the lenses of common sense, however, 
it was true that the existence or not of language barriers or communication 
skills isn't such a deciding factor in having many friends. Humans can even 
become friends with dogs, and if we go to the extreme, they can even 
sympathise with celebrities appearing on TV that they have nothing to do 
with. 

"Being able to make friends is a talent. In that sense, Usui could be called 
a genius." 

"'Usui'? You're not using any honorifics, so what? Is he around the same 
age as us or something? I guess he's the patron of this trip, isn't he?" 

"No, he is a gentleman in his prime. Please think of me calling someone 
older without honorifics as proof of our affection." 


Though it wasn't the case at all. 


There is a difference between desirability and likeability. 

"Anyhow, among the infinite list of friends Usui has, there is an author 
living in London. His name is Girdle Lyas." 

"Never heard of him." 

"Is that so? I had thought there was a chance you’d heard of him though. 
A few of his books have been translated into Japanese, just so you know. I 
brought them with me, so I can lend them to you. He's a detective novel 
author." 

"A detective novel author, huh." 

Samatoki-kun's annoyance showed on his face—therefore, he must have 
been annoyed. Samatoki-kun was somewhat of a reader and apparently had 
a period during which he was pretty deep into the detective novel hole, but it 
seems like he fell off at some point. If I can make a possibly superfluous 
remark, the expression "fell off'' is quite the euphemism. When one stops 
reading the novels of the genres they once liked, when they stop reading the 
books of the authors they once liked, if that is expressed by words such as 
"they got bored" or "they graduated", that would be a denial not only of the 
genres and authors they previously liked, but also of their former self. The 
words which dissolve that dilemma are "fell off". "I fell off from the detective 
novels I liked," "I fell off from that author since the fifth book." It can't be 
helped, it's because I fell off. The genres, authors, and obviously readers bear 
no responsibility in that. 

"It seems he is pretty popular there—although that information is from 
Usui, so we might be better off taking it with a grain of salt. Everyone tends 
to exaggerate somewhat when introducing a friend. Even me, if I were to 
introduce Samatoki-kun to someone, I would probably say you are an 
exceedingly normal and agreeable young man." 

"You only know weirdos, so I would rather you don't tell them about me, 
though." 

Samatoki-kun naturally says some horrible things, occasionally. He 


thinks whatever he says won't hurt me. That is an overestimation too. It 


seems he mistook me for some sort of thick steel plate, but honestly, that 
expectation was too heavy for me. If I have to say, I'm more of the type who 
wants to borrow people's shoulders—or plainly said, a spoiled child—well, 
that's the pride I set for myself at the very start. Though I am not yet at the 
stage where I would say I fell off from my past self. To begin with, for this case, 
I feel like I was the first one to say horrible things. 

"So, what do we have to do with that Mr. Girdle Lyas?" 

"Yes, about that—it was last month I think, Usui received a request from 
Mr. Girdle Lyas. In addition to being his friend, Usui is a fan of Mr. Girdle Lyas 
himself—so he wanted to accept that request if possible. However, he is quite 
the busy man. That said, that business comes not from his work but his 
pastimes—he cannot justify spending a long period away, and furthermore, 
an overseas vacation for private reasons. That's when—" 

"The ball was passed into your court, no?" 

"Exactly." 

I nodded at Samatoki-kun's interjection. 

"In reality, Usui wanted to ask, I think I told you about her before, Meiro- 
chan. He wanted to ask the cousin with great prospects to go there in his 
stead, but various things happened and that became impossible." 

"Meiro-chan, that one? The Silent Clearing Order or something... However, 
isn't that girl still in middle school?" 

"He's the kind of gentleman to dispatch two high schoolers to London. It 
doesn't matter if the person is in middle school—common sense doesn't 
apply to him. Well, though I hate to admit it, I owe a few favours to Usui. I 
couldn't afford to not grab the ball that bounced this way. Although I added 
in some conditions." 

Some conditions; namely the date and Samatoki-kun's participation. It’s 
scary, but it seemed he was planning on sending me to London alone at first. 
You're going to America after graduating anyway, might as well get used to 
English-speaking countries now—he said something extremely selfish along 


those lines. Seriously, I'm not joking here. 


"Well, your future is already set, so you're free around this time of the 
year. Isn't it anice period to travel?" 

Samatoki-kun, who still had final exams to take, said as if it was someone 
else's problem. He looks like he thinks about all sorts of stuff, but sometimes 
I can’t help but conclude that he doesn’t think at all. This was one of those 
moments. That said, I wanted to avoid saying something that could develop 
into an argument (it's acommon saying that people on good terms are very 
likely to fight during a trip), so... 

"Right." 

I only said that. 

"So I'm going there feeling like a tourist. At this point, we kind of have to 
have fun, even if by force." 

"Hmm. So—what's the request from that Mister Author? You're meant to 
take on that request in that Usui guy's stead, right?" 

"It's a bizarre story, you see—well, I'm not the one saying it, it's merely 
something Usui told me, so even if you think what I'm about to say is absurd, 
please don't question my sanity, okay? I don't want to be scorned by 
Samatoki-kun alone." 

"There's no way I would do that to you, is there?" 

Since he could say such things smoothly, I could understand why he is 
secretly popular among girls. Although not many girls dared to make it 
public. I guess he was the kind of existence they wanted to watch over from 
neither far away nor up close. For boys, that's an unsavory story. Being 
popular and not knowing about it is worthless. 

"Mr. Girdle Lyas is, well, apparently he’s never been a speedy writer, but 
he hasn't published any new work in the last three years." 

"T guess I should ask how many years have passed since his debut and how 
many books he’s published." 

He asked with a tone cruelly lacking in interest—well, blaming him 


wouldn't lead us anywhere. Asking about the background of an author you 


don't know must be pretty uninteresting. I should be thankful he is going 
along with the conversation at least. 

"If [remember correctly, he debuted around 20 years ago." 

"Woah. That's before we were born." 

"Well, humanity lies in history." 

In this case, my reply was weird, but talking about a time before I was born 
gave off a strange sensation. Even if my feeling for words was a little off, that 
is something commonly approved. 

"Which means, that author is in his forties at the youngest." 

"He debuted in his twenties and is now 45...I think it was something like 
that. If my memory is right. So, the number of books he has published is 12." 

"Hmm. That's not many, but not few either." 

"It's on the low side, considering a 20-year long career. That said—since 
he hasn't published anything in the last three years, maybe the calculation 
should be 12 books in 17 years. Of course, it's not like that Mister Author has 
been playing around for the last three years." 

Taking on Samatoki-kun's words, I called Mr. Girdle Lyas 'Mister 
Author". Well, that might’ve been easier to visualise for someone we’d never 
met. 

"Rather, he refused any other job and wrote a book encompassing all of 
his soul— apparently." 

"All of his soul?" 

Samatoki-kun tilted his head. 

"T personally think that once an author says something like that, it's the 
end for them, though. They won't get anything decent done. The usual 
punchline is that it’1l end up as a self-satisfactory story." 

"No story isn't self-satisfactory." 

I said so as I shrugged my shoulders. It seemed Samatoki-kun's view 
concerning writing was radical, quite the headache. In this case, simple and 
radical mean the same thing; however, there should bea limit somewhere. He 


wouldn't listen to anything I could say anyway, so I should just admonish him 


to keep up appearances for now. I didn't agree with your words then, it's a form 
of alibi fabrication. 

"Anyhow, after three years, that soul-encompassing work was complete. 
Two months ago." 

"T see—does that mean it will be published around next month?" 

"Nope. No publication has been planned for the time being." 

npn 

Samatoki-kun once again tilted his head. 

"What do you mean? Was it rejected?" 

"At this rate, it will be." 

I said. 

"However, that isn't because the completed novel was incorrigibly 
boring—in the first place, no novel in this world is boring." 

"No, you can drop that sort of preface." 

Samatoki-kun shook his hand and pressed me to continue my story. It 
looked like he got a little interested. What an honest man. That said, he was 
the type of reader to separate interesting and boring books, so maybe my 
words were simply annoying to him. Then that would just be a case of my 
beloved friend not trying to hide his bad mood. 

"How should I say, there are some circumstances." 

I returned to the topic at hand. 

"That Mister Author ended up writing a cursed novel—apparently." 

"Cursed?" 

Samatoki-kun had a puzzled expression on his face. It seems his interest 
slipped off and fell. 

"What?" 

"Anyone finishing it will die for sure—he wrote that kind of novel." 

srs 

Since Samatoki-kun's expression was hard to describe, I will purposely 
not leave any comment. When things become too much of a hassle, "silence" 


is one of his options; that was the kind of person Samatoki-kun was. That’s 


unthinkable for me, priding my loquacity above all; however, seeing it used 
that way, it unexpectedly proves to be an effective strategy. Now I felt 
embarrassed for having told that story. Geez, Usui passed me an outrageous 
ball—it was completely unjustified, but I was about to start resenting Meiro- 
chan for it. Although this kind of story probably suited her better than me. I 
could visualise her abundantly expressive face brightening up. 

"If I remember correctly." 

My nature didn't allow me to bear this silence. It might sound like I'm 
making up excuses, but it couldn't be helped in this case. 

"Wasn't Yumeno Kyuusaku's Dogra Magra that kind of novel—the author 
claimed he was 'born to write that novel.'"' 

"Yeah. Also—'You will go crazy if you read it', right? DogMag huh, how 
nostalgic. I read it back in primary or middle school." 

"Tf possible, I wish that was in middle school." 

I didn't want to imagine a primary schooler reading that book. 

"You know, in the first few pages, there's 'onii-sama, onii-sama' being 
repeated, right? I was able to empathize with that so much that I read it all in 
one go—aah, what else was the story about again?" 

"Yumeno-sensei is rolling in his grave." 

Even though authors can't choose their readers, Samatoki-kun's 
impression was way too horrible. That being said, if I were asked to outline 
Dogra Magra's plot in detail, even I would be at a loss for words. In this world, 
some stories, albeit extremely rare, reject the concept of outlining— 
therefore, Dogra Magra is called a story that will ''make anyone reading it 
crazy". 

"That said, Byouinzaka, both you and I read DogMag and didn't go crazy. 
So it must just be an exaggerated slogan." 

"No, even if that's true for me, I wonder about you..." 

Attributing the cause of his siscon nature to this masterpiece would be 
going too far, but hearing his impressions just now, I was starting to become 


slightly worried. That shouldn't have just been because I was a worrywatt. 


"It's true that it's an attractive slogan, though." 

"Yeah, so that's how it is? So Mister Author tried to stick the slogan 
‘anyone reading it will die for sure' on his newest work, but that was too 
indiscrete or whatever, so it turned into kind of a problem, making it unable 
to be published...with Mister Author being unable to go back on what he 
said?" 

"No, regrettably, that's not it." 

I said—that was the crucial point of this story. 

"That newest work—the title hasn't been decided yet, so even if it hasn't 
been published yet, I will still use the expression 'newest work’... The 
appellation 'cursed novel' or the slogan ‘anyone reading it will die for sure' 
isn't an exaggeration by any means—apparently." 

"Huhe" 

"The people who have read that newest work— Mr. Girdle Lyas' wife and 


Mr. Girdle Lyas' agent. Both of them—have lost their lives, for real." 


3 Inside The Plane / Seat row number 41 (Around noon) 


My estimation was too naive. In the end, the boarding started midway 
through the story. Samatoki-kun didn't especially insist on hearing the rest, 
so we decided to interrupt the conversation and board the plane. It was my 
first time in one, but the space between two rows of seats was far narrower 
than I’d thought. I was at a bit of a loss. No matter how you spun it, that 
wasn't the kind of transport I could take on my own. I hardened my resolve 
to use a boat for going to America after my graduation. That wouldn't be 
necessary with first class, but luxury and extravagance wasn't to my taste. I 
had a troubling disposition to my chagrin. Still, when the plane started 
accelerating and eventually took off, I was moved along with some surprise. 
Obviously, I knew the principle by which planes fly—that in itself wasn't a 
mystery. However, the experience of seeing this lump of metal fly surpassed 
mere knowledge. Well, for Samatoki-kun, being Samatoki-kun, he went 
through the takeoff with an unaffected expression, not letting on what he was 
thinking about, rather, as if he was bored. I might’ve just been too emotive, 
but he was far too unemotive. It was our first flight for both of us, so why that 
inexpressiveness? Seeing such a bored face next to me made it hard to enjoy 
my own time, so I had to admit that Samatoki-kun might have been the 
wrong choice for people to travel with. Well, not like I had any other friends. 
Also—Samatoki-kun nonchalantly switched seats with me. Our seats were on 
the left when looking from the front of the plane, the central and alley seats. 
In other words, there was a stranger in the window seat. Being next to 
someone I don't know doesn't scare me—however, my seat was the middle 
one. Seeing the person sitting in the window seat I thought "It can't be 
helped, I should ask Samatoki-kun to change with me," but he took that seat 
without me even needing to say anything. He was pretty unfit for a travel 
partner, but I couldn't hope for anyone more fitting to be my friend. For my 


only friend to be the best one, how blessed I was. By the way, the person 


sitting in the window seat, in other words, to the right of Samatoki-kun, was 
the Buddhist who stood out at the boarding gate. Seeing the monk inside the 
plane was even more bizarre. I thought he could wait until getting there to get 
changed, but that wasn't something either Samatoki-kun or I could say, 
taking an airplane in uniform despite not being on a school trip. Looking at it 
objectively, all three people in those seats were pretty weird. If Samatoki-kun 
or I were commonly sociable, we would readily ask the monk all sorts of 
questions, but I was basically shy and Samatoki-kun an exclusionist. No mid- 
travel conversation could be foreseen. 

"How much time difference was there again?" 

Samatoki-kun asked. 

I felt like telling him he should know something like this, but I was just 
treated to some nonchalant kindness with the seat exchange, so I shall hold 
back. I was sweet, meltingly so. 

"Nine hours—when we arrive there in about half a day, it will be evening." 

"Hmm. It kinda feels like we're benefiting." 

"Just telling you, we are not." 

"That reminds me, Yorutsuki once said something funny about time 
difference. She asked if driving a full loop around earth counterclockwise 
would make one gain a full day." 

"There's no way that could work. Your sister is in her own bubble as 
always." 

Yorutsuki was the name of the little sister Samatoki-kun was so 
infatuated with. Hitsuuchi Yorutsuki. Well, I had a few opinions on it; I 
personally had no relationship with her, but I knew the rumors. 

"T haven't asked, but what did your sister say about this trip? Wasn't 
persuading her more difficult than persuading your parents?" 

The brother was all over his sister, but that was the same for the sister. 
They were stuck to each other like magic tape. However, Samatoki-kun 
replied in a surprising way. 


"Nothing. Because I haven't told my family about it." 


The Center Test didn't matter. This guy hadn't gotten the permission 
from his parents from the start. That statement crushed the bare minimum 
of consideration I thought he had—no, it's true that I was the one who’d 
asked him to go on this trip, so maybe I should be thankful. But no, that was 
too much—yeah... 

"I told my family I would go on a training camp to prepare for the 
upcoming final exams." 

"You really lie as easily as you breathe. At this point, I can only be 
impressed." 

"It's not entirely a lie. I always learn a lot when I'm with you." 

"I'm sure anything you can learn with me won't help you for the exams." 

I said self-deprecatingly. Or maybe that was just the howls of a loser who 
was repelled by the Japanese exam system. Maybe Samatoki-kun saw 
through that, and said "It's not like I study only to pass exams," in an 
unmotivated tone. That was more effective than simply being consoled. 

As we were having that conversation, a flight attendant brought us the 
airline meal. We suspended our conversation and focused on that for the time 
being. In reality, I was quite the picky eater, so Ihad limits to what I could eat, 
but I always wanted to experience eating an airline meal. It wasn't about the 
meal itself, but rather, having the tray not only equipped with chopsticks but 
also a spoon and a fork was a bolt out of the blue. Even though we were above 
the clouds now. A lot of foreigners were aboard, so that might be natural, 
but...depending on how it was used, couldn't this metal fork serve as a 
weapon? What was that whole thing about searching for anything metallic 
with X-rays in the airport for? Wasn't it meaningless? 

Samatoki-kun told the flight attendant ''No thanks" and didn't take the 
meal. He was the kind of person to cook for himself (it seemed he made the 
bento he brought at school himself) so he tended to not want to eat ready- 
made meals. Although that was just an observation I made myself. Instead, 


he took out a book from his pouch and started reading it. Thinking how the 


small space inside that bag was even further reduced by that one book made 
chills run down my spine. He said he restricted himself to the bare minimum, 
but no matter what, this crossed the line. It's in a reader's nature to be 
interested in the title of the book the person next to them is reading. I threw 
a glance during my meal and peeked at the book Samatoki-kun was reading. 

The cover was manga-ish, and the interior of the book was adorned with 
many similar illustrations. The title was like that too; it seemed this was a 
novel from the so-called light novel genre. 

"Did you change your tastes again? You always like something different. 
It's like you're reading at random." 

"Anyone's tastes would change after five years?."' 

"Five years? We hadn't met yet five years ago." 

"Aah, is that so?" 

Samatoki-kun flipped a page while playing dumb. He didn't seem to be 
enjoying his read much, but that might be a result of how engrossed he was 
in it. 

"It's interesting. There are tons of newcomers in this genre. This is a 
recent pet theory of mine: no author can write a book more interesting than 
their debut work." 

"Isn't that definition too outrageous?" 

More of an absurd theory than a pet theory. That said, it seems interesting 
as idle talk, so I shall wait to hear the rest. 

"If you want me to make it more gentle, the first three works for any 
author are kind of interesting. But after that, in most cases, it starts being 
more and more boring, I just can't keep up." 

"Hey. Don't say things like you can't 'keep up'. Say that you 'fell off'." 

"That definition of yours seems pretty hypocritical too..." 


Samatoki-kun seemed fed up. 


? The period of five years referenced a few times throughout the book refers to the delay between the 
publication of the first and third volumes of the series, with volume 1 coming out in 2003 and volume 3 
in 2008. 


Well, that opinion was right. 

"'The maximum amount of great works one person can produce is six,' a 
certain author said, but—they shouldn't talk this big about themselves." 

"T think that's actually a humble opinion though. But well, as you said, the 
light novel genre is a medium more prone to have newcomers debuting 
compared to other genres. I have read a few myself and it feels like more than 
half are debut works." 

The actual ratio is probably a little lower, but that's the impression I got. 
Plus, maybe because the history of the genre is so shallow, the low number of 
veterans or leading figures only strengthens that impression. 

"That reminds me, long ago there was a theory saying that the best books 
were written by newcomers and dead people. Partially because newcomers 
have no influence and if the author is already dead, the critics are naturally 
more lenient." 

"Setting aside what the 'light' of light novel means, I think having them 
bea light read is an advantage for books." 

Said Samatoki-kun. 

"Also, ultimately, having read many diverse books, light novels are where 
we can see what the authors look like the least." 

"Aah. Because you hate authors, Samatoki-kun." 

This was part of the setting, right. That's why Samatoki-kun hated 
authors who write afterwords. Although I wondered what he thought about 
the fact most light novels include afterwords. It seemed his definition was 
pretty flexible on that point. 

"Though I don't know if light novels can qualify as a genre. They can have 
Sci-Fi or horror, pretty much anything. I guess mysteries are the only thing 
they don't have?" 

"No, Samatoki-kun, they do. Though not many—however, certainly, 
mysteries and light novels aren't well compatible." 

"It seems so. But I wonder why. The parent genre to light novels, young 


adult fiction, has things like Holmes and Lupin as its representative works." 


"After all, Edogawa Ranpo-sensei put quite the effort towards books 
aimed at a young audience—however, I feel like I understand that reason." 

"Heeh." 

Having apparently developed an interest, Samatoki-kun temporarily 
closed the book and put it on his lap. Getting cocky, I stopped moving my 
chopsticks. 

"We must first start by talking about what defines a mystery—in reality, 
detective novels occupy a special place. People search for an unexpected 
resolution but not an unexpected development. Normally, it's the contrary." 

"Tt is." 

"Meaning it has the same characteristics as traditional theatre. The 
structure is relatively predetermined, so they must win the readers over with 
their application of it—and naturally, the readers understand that, they 
know how to read it." 

"Well yeah, we get in a different mental state when we read detective 
novels—it's kind of close to when solving puzzles and answering quizzes. Is 
that it, the interactive novels thing?" 

"Well, we can put it that way—of course, any novel needs to respect the 
minimum level of etiquette since they are presented to readers. However, 
mystery novels are an especially strong case of that. Also, quizzes and puzzles 
are magnificently pure. Therefore, a lot of rules and restrictions emerge, 
putting them greatly apart from normal novels." 

I felt like my voice got a little loud so I took a short pause here and 
recollected myself. The insides of a plane are surprisingly quiet—no, of 
course, we could hear the engines from here, but the passengers were quiet. 
As far as I could see at a glance, not many people were engrossed in idle talks 
like we were. And even those few were speaking in a low voice. Despite 
seeming chaotic, this space was surprisingly regulated —maybe being in an 
environment above the clouds made people behave this way. After all, it was 
an environment prone to stress. I was much more afraid of people than being 


up in the sky, so this situation actually was great for me, however, if I was 


noisy here, people would treat us like 'recent youngsters' and I would be sorry 
for Samatoki-kun, who was simply going along with me. Looking in that 
direction, the monk sitting further behind Samatoki-kun had finished eating 
his airline meal and was apparently taking some anti-travel sickness drugs. 
If we were too noisy and annoying, divine punishment would befall on us. 

Although I didn't believe in Buddha or gods. The gods were constantly 
giving me quizzes, they were detestable bastards. If they existed for real, I 
would smack them in the face. Buddha, well, I wouldn't mind listening to 
them at least. 

"What was it again—ah those, the 10 Commandments of Knox, or the 20 
Rules of Van Dine. These kinds." 

It appeared Samatoki-kun displayed his distant knowledge. Of course, in 
asmall voice. He couldn’t read the mood, but he could at least understand the 
intentions of people. 

"Though they are extreme examples. Long ago, you see, I tried writing a 
novel as a pastime—a detective novel at that. And for what kind it was, my 
aim was to break all of Knox's 10 Commandments and still make it count as a 
detective novel." 

"Heeh. Seems fun. Were you able to make it?" 

"T couldn't." 

"So you weren't?" 

"Regrettably so. The culprit was restricted to being a servant Chinaman, 
which was a flaw in construction." 

Well. 

In the first place, be it the 10 Commandments or the 20 Rules, they were 
only things the people in question decided on the spot, so there was no need 
to take them that seriously. Trying to write a novel based on those standards 
might have been too unreasonable. These rules weren't fit for our modern era 
anyway. 

"I only realised I could just make the majority of characters servant 


Chinamen long after the fact. These kinds of rules are arbitrary. Some authors 


even say things like 'mystery novels must obligatorily include a locked room, ' 
so it's really a plethora of everything—well, the general opinion is simply to 
avoid including too many impure elements." 

"Impure? Like moe characters?" 

"Exactly. For example, in the shakai school? from some time ago. 'We are 
not to include elements criticising society.' The word 'criticising' makes it 
sound good, but essentially, it's about not bad mouthing others." 

"However, forgetting the shakai school, I think having great detectives 
appear is undoubtedly a kind of moe for people." 

"That's true, but if that gets out of control, we lose on the puzzle aspect." 

"The puzzle aspect, huh—didn't we already have this talk? Like five years 
ago." 

"As I said, we hadn't met five years ago." 

"Right, it was about half a year ago. Huh, why am I mistaking it as five 
years ago?" 

"Get a grip. It's too early for being jet lagged—so, well, detective novels 
have all kinds of rules and fine definitions. However, there is one thing I can 
affirm; I have discovered a single definition for detective novels." 

It was something I’d first thought of when thinking about the bad affinity 
between light novels and mystery novels, but I was incredibly delighted to 
have the privilege of exposing my conclusion to Samatoki-kun. 

"The definition of mystery novels. There is a single one." 

I said. Lowering my voice. 

"That is, not getting appreciated." 

aa 

Samatoki-kun looked at me with chilling eyes. Such good eyes—I wanted 
to see those. It made me shiver. You could even say I was sexually aroused. 


"In other words." 


3 https://imystery.fandom.com/wiki/Shakai_ Detective Fiction 


Having somehow restrained my excitement, I managed to continue in the 
same tone. 

"It is the most obvious thing for them to have a bad affinity with light 
novels, which devote themselves to entertainment, thus having to mind the 
numbers—try thinking about it. Depending on how you look at it, being 
appreciated means selling well, which is impure." 

"_..But they have to sell a minimum or we won't get anywhere, right? After 
all, they go on the market as products." 

"Exactly. However, it's a wonder, you see—once they get appreciated 
above a certain threshold, no matter how great a mystery novel they are, they 
will cease to be treated as one. They turn into suspense or horror." 

"When they get adapted as a movie or a drama, they do get further away 
from the original point—are you talking about that?" 

"Precisely so. If talking about appreciation and whatnot is too crude, we 
can change it to whether they are mainstream or niche. Detective novels are 
bound to never be mainstream. They live on being niche—and they do so by 
choice. Mystery fans should want the books they love to sell as little as 
possible. The more disparaged their favorite book is, the more delighted they 
are. Therefore, even if mysteries are a success, they will never be a mega 
success. There was a time when mystery novels didn't sell, but even now, they 
still don't sell insanely well. Both the authors, readers, and publishers don't 
wish for that. It's the opposite of light novels. That's why the media mix4 
succeeds." 

Though, of course, it depends on the situation, I added an unfair annotation. 
Just by adding these words, I can exclude the exceptions. Well, I only intended 
on telling this idea to Samatoki-kun, so I wouldn't have minded getting a few 
interjections, though. However, Samatoki-kun seemed somewhat convinced 


and said "I see, I see,"' and nodded on his own. Well, he had once said that 


4 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Media_mix 


detective novels weren't fit for the market, after all. In that sense, the 
mystery genre has accepted its imperfection. 

"Although what I talked about just now applies to mysteries called 
honkaku5. The story changes for mysteries intended to be lightly enjoyed —in 
the same way as light novels, mysteries can be included in other genres, so in 
that sense, they are similar. They differ because they are similar. That's about 
it, but I'm not trying to display a theory going so far in detail here." 

"Then, travel mysteries might unexpectedly be a great fit for light novels. 
How about it, Byouinzaka, how about writing a detective novel with this trip 
to London as the theme?" 

"That doesn't interest me much. We're changing subjects, but novels are 
to be read, not to be written." 

"Heeh. Smoothly included a famous quote." 

"In the first place, in interviews, every author says things like 'There 
wasn't any novel I wanted to read, so I had to write them myself', don't they? 
You know, I think that's a lie. It makes me want to retort 'No, you wrote them 
because you wanted to.' In that sense, I don't really feel the urge to write. 
Though it's about whether I would want to read the novels I write." 

"But, that request from that Mister Author is kind of interesting too— 
setting aside whether it can serve as a theme for a detective novel, and also 
forgetting the cursed novel thing and all, the fact that there are two casualties, 
you know. ...For some reason, you don't seem enthusiastic about it." 

"Did you notice?" 

I answered Samatoki-kun with a bitter smile. It appeared naturally on my 
face. 

"Yes, earlier I hid it with jokes, but I really am on this plane intending to 
be a tourist—like a trip celebrating our graduation. And this trip isn't so bad 


as an excuse to do that." 


5 https://imystery.fandom.com/wiki/Honkaku_ Detective Fiction 


Actually, in that sense, it's the best trip possible. I brought up school trips 
as an example earlier, but with my phobia of people, I had never participated 
in any in my entire life. Therefore, I considered this trip as both a school and 
a graduation trip. Though Samatoki-kun regrettably didn't seem to have 
looked forward to it as much as me— geez, every time I looked at the pouch 
he just left on his shoes, I got more mad. 

"However, I cannot get over the reason for it, that is, the job Usui passed 
on to me—in that sense, we picked the short straw. And Samatoki-kun got 
caught up in that." 

"What. So you're on bad terms with that Usui?" 

"The only person I am on good terms with is you, Samatoki-kun. 
Therefore, having to meet a Mister Author I don't know is depressing." 

"Can't you just use your usual diplomatic mode?" 

"Using it alot fatigues me. I have read what's been translated of his works, 
just in case—but it's not really possible to deduce what kind of person the 
author is through translated text. What should I do if he turns out to be a 
stubborn craftsman?" 

"T don't think such authors exist nowadays. Isn't everyone doing things 
leisurely at their own pace? But, things like puzzle solving or playing the 
detective is your speciality, isn't it? Even if we talk about a cursed novel, it's 
not like that really exists, so your job is to explain it with logic and—"! 

"T'm not feeling it." 

Interrupting Samatoki-kun, I said so. 

"No matter the reality, since people died, it won't leave a good aftertaste 
either way." 

"Hey hey. Didn't you hate things you don't understand?" 

"T do." 

"And you would rather die rather than leaving things you don't understand :" 

"T said that. I do prefer that." 

"Then." 


"But you see—in this case, there isn't anything I don't understand. Two 
people who read an unpublished novel have died for unrelated reasons. In 
other words, a simple coincidence can explain that." 

"But that kind of coincidence—" 

Can it really happen? 

Changing his mind midway through saying it, Samatoki-kun mumbled 
so, as if to converse with himself. He might have been comparing it with his 
own past, or not. 

"If it becomes 100 or 1000 people, it's hard to label it as a coincidence— 
but with merely two people, it's too unreasonable to assume reading that 
book was the cause. There must be common points other than that, like the 
menu they ate on the morning of their deaths or the maker of the shoe they 
wore when they died, and so on." 

"But there must be like 50 thousand people sharing the same other 
common points. Though I don't know the population of England—" 

"Roughly 60 million." 

"Then much more than 50 thousand. But—the only ones to have read that 
novel are those two, right?" 

"Well, that's true. However, if you insist on an explanation other than 
calling it a coincidence, then we have to conclude the author himself is the 
culprit. In other words, the author murdered his wife and agent himself. All 
in order to put the nice slogan that is 'Anyone reading this book will die for 
sure' to advertise his first book in three years, by adding the element of 
curse." 

"Would one kill two people just for that? Moreover, he went through the 
trouble of contacting a relative of yours." 

"You can think that doing so would increase the authenticity —well, there 
must be authors willing to do anything to get appreciated. Artists are driven 
not by greed but by yearning for fame, after all." 

"But—" 


"Yes, I know. This is simply playing around. I don't want to think much 
about this possibility. Iam not too thrilled at the idea that the Mister Author 
we are about to meet is a murderer, after all. Usui told me to get the details 
from the person in question, refusing to give me any more info—but no 
matter the details we are given, reaching any other explanation than a 
coincidence would be too forced." 

It must be one. 

As I thought, it would leave a bad aftertaste. 

“That wasn't fitting my tastes—that's why I said it. That I am a picky 
eater. Moreover, a fussy bigot." 

"So, well, I would be extremely sorry if the Mister Author was earnestly 
worrying, but we can at least alleviate the worries he has about the death of 
his wife and agent, so then why not enjoy some tourism in London? There's 
a lot of places I want to go, you see. How about you, Samatoki-kun? Is there 
anything you want to visit on this trip?" 

I asked while thinking it was useless, and sure enough, 

"T will have no complaints as long as I can see the Rosetta Stone." 

He said. 

But, what followed next was far from what I had expected. 

"However, if you really want to purely enjoy some tourism, Byouinzaka, I 
have bad news for you." 

"Mme" 

"Someone is dead next to me." 

Saying that, Samatoki-kun reclined his seat back and made it easier for 
me to see the window seat. 

The person in the window seat had a blade thrusted deep in their chest. 


The monk was dead. 


4. K International Airport / Lobby (Around 5PM) 


England. Official names: Great Britain or United Kingdom—often 
abbreviated as UK. Originally, because of the time difference, we should have 
arrived at the airport at around three o'clock in the afternoon, but at that 
exact time, I was killing some time in the K International Airport's lobby in 
Japan. ...Narrations get harder to understand with time differences, but in 
short, it was five in the afternoon in Japan time. The plane didn't get to cross 
the Sea of Japan, it probably didn't even exit the borders, and returned home. 

I, in other words, the human being known as Byouinzaka Kuroneko, well, 
neither my birth nor my upbringing was that upright to begin with, so I 
consider myself quite used to most disasters, but having my first overseas 
vacation be like that seriously made me feel down. That's why I didn't like 
when Usui directed things. It was always the case with him —he provided me 
with all the disappointment and letdowns imaginable. 

Had the flight continued for even two more hours, the plane might not 
have been able to return to Japan. But it went back not even one hour after 
take-off—it was, of course, in order to heal the man with a blade thrusted 
deep in his chest. Since his heart had stopped as well as his breathing, it was 
more for resuscitation than healing, but with a blade stuck that deep in his 
chest, an amateur such as myself had no way of knowing if the treatment 
would make it in time—I was an infirmary resident, so I could help to treat 
wounds on the level of grazes, but this was outside of my jurisdiction. Either 
way, we likely wouldn't be able to depart to London today. Possibly not even 
tomorrow, nor for the day after. Currently every passenger (technically ona 
voluntary basis) of the flight was being investigated by the authorities — 
considering the number of people, it would for sure continue until the night. 

Well, someone died. 

This level of handling is to be expected—even more so since it was a 


homicide. 


"Sigh." 

And I had waited for my turn before going into a small dull room I 
wouldn't have guessed would exist in this airport until just a moment ago 
(probably the room where people caught during the metal search were 
brought to), where the authorities were listening to the situation from us. The 
policeman who was on that task looked as if he couldn't make sense of it, and 
I was of the same mind. 

I don't understand. 

Why did that man die in that way? 

From what I heard, although it was rare for people to die in an aeroplane, 
it wasn't unheard of, either—however, there should be close to no cases of 
people being killed inside one. 

Aeroplane. No matter how big, there is no clearer case of a locked room — 
its structure would make the people inside freeze to death or asphyxiate just 
by the existence of a small crack, so there is no debate. 

Therefore, the culprit had nowhere to hide. 

They are for sure among the passengers and crew. 

"'... That said, how could they stab a blade in his chest in such a narrow seat 
row?" 

That space didn't even allow one to twist their body. Any flashy movement 
would get noticed for sure—and thinking of the position, it would only be 
possible at most from Samatoki-kun's seat. 

Well, there is no way Samatoki-kun was the culprit. 

I could trust him. 

Plus, even if he was—there were still things I don't understand. The blade 
stabbed in the victim's chest—if that was a fork or something distributed in 
airline meals, I would get it. 

It wasn't. 

What was found stuck deep in there was a silver, metallic knife. 


"How were they able—to bring that inside the plane?" 


Even though the metal detector reacts even to a belt buckle—even though 
the hand luggage is searched with X-ray. 

I don't understand. 

Having things I don't understand—makes me feel sick. 

",.Samatoki-kun is late, huh." 

Multiple rooms had been prepared to hear the passengers, and since our 
seats were close, we had been called at nearly the same time, but even then, 
he was quite late to come back. I had already been waiting here for over 30 
minutes. 

Well, I bet his absolute lack of reaction towards someone dying right next 
to him displeased the investigators. He was devastatingly bad at flattering or 
feigning friendliness with other people. Even then, he could at least act 
appropriately—but people had things they could and couldn't do. Though I 
acted like someone greatly confused by the events. The diplomatic mode 
Samatoki-kun talked about. 

However, thinking pragmatically about the current situation, where the 
murder would only have been possible from his position, things might not 
end for Samatoki-kun with just being heard out, but instead being dragged 
to the police station. No, that probability was really high even. Then we would 
have no other choice than to give up on this trip to London. 

I was half disappointed and half relieved. Naturally, the first half was for 
Samatoki-kun, and the second one for Usui. I felt sorry for the Mister Author 
living in London, but well, I only knew him through his pictures as an author 
anyway. We could only think we weren't blessed by luck this time. As I was 
starting to think about the way back and such, Samatoki-kun finally came 
back. With his tiny pouch in one hand, in a daze, with slow steps. 

"How was it?" 

To my question, 

"Yeah." 

Samatoki-kun said. 


"They said we can't go back yet." 


"Is that so? Well, I was told the same thing—same for everyone else. Our 
movement isn't restricted inside the airport, but that's probably because they 
have our background through our passports anyway." 

By the way, I was sitting on my travel trunk, same as in the morning. 
Predicting departure would be impossible today, so they gave it back. There 
were no benches in the area, so I slid a little to the right, ''Here," and created 
a seating spot for Samatoki-kun. He nonchalantly sat in that space. Our 
shoulders were touching at this distance, but since I was with Samatoki-kun, 
it wasn't disagreeable, at least. 

"Though I think your case is special, Samatoki-kun." 

"Yeah, because that crime was impossible if not from my seat." 

Samatoki-kun admitted easily. Did he notice on his own, or maybe he was 
told so by the policemen? ...Well, probably the former. Samatoki-kun seemed 
to be in a daze, so he was thinking about various things. His train of thought 
was somewhat simple, but other than that, he possessed the brains to get 
high appreciation from me. 

"They say that in the case of someone getting stabbed by a knife, the knife 
itself becomes a stopper, so not much blood flows out...but to think that was 
true. Nearly no blood spurted out." 

"Ts it really the time to say something cool? At this rate, you'll be arrested 
as the culprit. It might even stir the media about the darkness in the youth's 
heart or whatever. Then that would spell trouble for your sister." 

As I said so to tease him, Samatoki-kun didn't seem especially bothered, 

"That won't happen." 

And said so. 

"I mean, that was impossible for me as well as every other passenger. It's 
just possible from my seat, but it was impossible for me. Because I didn't 
possess any knife—" 

Samatoki-kun said, showing his pouch to me. Exactly. As long as they 
cannot demonstrate how that knife was brought onboard, Samatoki-kun 


cannot pass for the culprit. They couldn't even say he was hiding it with such 


a small pouch and such a loose coat. How should I put it, what a lucky man. 
Samatoki-kun's simplicity came in handy at a time like this—no room to 
exert any petty tricks. In that sense, even I, possessing a trunk large enough 
for two people to sit on (even though we were forcing ourselves a little), 
might be more suspicious. 

"Well, even if that can barely save you, it doesn't change that the crime 
could only have happened from your seat. You might not be able to go home 
tonight." 

"It's fine. Spending it in London or at the police station is the same." 

"There are differences. If you spend the night at the police station, your 
family will be contacted for sure. They might even have done it already." 

"Guh." 

Samatoki-kun was finally at a loss for words. As expected, his little sister 
was always a weak point for him. If not for her, he could even be a cool man 
not affected by the situation, but... Well, having a dead person sitting next to 
him (furthermore, someone who’d been alive until recently) and not even 
raising a scream was going over the limit in terms of coolness. He’d better get 
scolded at the police station and reflect on that. 

""..Hm. Well, doesn't matter." 

Samatoki-kun put up a strong front even then. 

"Pll be fine. One way or another." 

Not understanding the meaning behind those words, just wanting to pick 
apart his strong front, I thought of saying "Well then, I'm going home ahead 
of you by taxi, sorry for today,'' to tease Samatoki-kun a little. However, I 
foresaw he wouldn't be perturbed even then (that would be a shock in itself). 
Also, thinking about it, I had Samatoki-kun switch seats with me. Thinking 
that way, I could understand the meaning behind "T’ll be fine." I hate not 
understanding, but understanding without being left with a choice is also 
unpleasant. 

Mmm. 


"Well, it's probably a suicide." 


Feeling like wanting to atone, I submitted the conclusion I’d intended to 
hold on to a little longer to Samatoki-kun. Samatoki-kun must have guessed 
the general idea of something of this level already, but me saying it so 
naturally should’ve helped Samatoki-kun's mood a little. Despite not 
budging for anything, he kept a lot to himself. 

"In that position, if you are not the culprit, I can only think of a suicide." 

"But still, the question of the knife remains—also, why would one kill 
themselves in a plane?" 

"Killing oneself by jumping in front of a train causes problems for far 
more people." 

"Forget the numbers, it's about the scale." 

"Forget the scale, it's about numbers." 

As I thought, Samatoki-kun had reached the same conclusion, so the 
conversation progressed at a good rhythm. 

"A stab to the chest from the front. Unless they are asleep, there's no way 
the victim wouldn't notice. And neither you, right next to the victim, nor me, 
a seat away, heard any scream from him. Then we have to consider it a 
suicide." 

I heard that a thorough examination of stab wounds can reveal whether 
they were self-inflicted or not—then we will get an answer tomorrow at the 
latest. Even if Samatoki-kun got arrested, it would merely be a few days’ wait. 
Well, he was a minor, so they wouldn't treat him roughly. 

"T wonder how the knife was brought in. I can't think of any way to do it. 
Though there must be ways of getting around the body search." 

"Well, I heard they focus the most on gun and drug possession there. And 
if they give out forks in the aeroplane anyway, they might be lenient towards 
metal in itself—but you know. I heard something strange from the 
policeman." 

"Something strange?" 

"It seems that the man—wasn't a monk." 

"Huh?" 


I let out an honest voice of surprise. Samatoki-kun repeated himself on 
the spot. 

''He was apparently disguised as a monk." 

"Well, shaving one's head and wearing the costume would make anyone 
look the part—plus, it's an uncommon enough profession so that most 
wouldn't notice the fakery through his behavior." 

I see. No—but, having heard that, it sounded like something I could have 
noticed. Unlike Samatoki-kun, the victim received that airline meal. If he was 
really a monk, he shouldn't eat meat and fish—in other words, he should 
have been even more of a picky eater than myself. There was no way he would 
eat an airline meal where meat and fish were on the menu. Hmm. But maybe 
that would only apply long ago, I’d heard some eat more diverse foods 
nowadays, so just that wasn't enough to affirm that. 

"Then, if he wasn't a monk, what was he doing? Why was he disguising 
himself to begin with?" 

"T haven't been told the details. But he was an important figure from some 
company." 

"An important figure." 

What a vague expression. That probably wasn't because the policeman 
Samatoki-kun heard it from was hiding details—but more likely because 
Samatoki-kun only half-listened to it. 

"And as for why he was in disguise—it's apparently because he was 
fearing he might get killed." 

Samatoki-kun said in an uncaring tone, as if backing up my deduction. 
There was no doubt he would behave totally differently if the case involved 
his little sister, but when he himself was the one involved, he became 


apathetic like this. Always putting others before himself. Thinking about how 


he might have become like Miyazawa Kenji® had he more goodness and 
common sense, I was filled with regrets. 

"How should I say it, that monk, although he wasn’t really one, it seems 
he was constantly letting on to people around him that someone was after 
his life. Though no one believed him and laughed at him for it—but he was 
apparently taking it seriously and made various safety measures." 

"One of them being the monk attire, huh. Well, no one would think an 
important figure from a company would turn into a monk, after all." 

A good move—maybe? However, the original claim of someone being after 
his life lacked too much authenticity. 

"No, but, he was entrusted with a project with the company's fortune on 
the line or something—also there are rumors of that company using some 
pushy methods. So it wasn't a complete delusion." 

"Hmm. Also." 

"Yeah. Also—in reality, he did get killed, as we saw. Looking at the 
situation, it was certainly a suicide—at the very least, from my position right 
next to the victim, I could only think of a suicide, but would someone with the 
fear of getting killed commit suicide?" 

I wasn't able to immediately answer Samatoki-kun's question. Because I 
didn't understand. Not understanding—was unpleasant. For example, how 
about this? He was thinking about killing himself for some time but he 
needed to feign a homicide for life insurance or whatnot. Therefore, he let 
that idea spread to the people around him —no good. Even setting up such a 
cheap trick, in the end, don't we come back to a death and a place where 
suicide was the only imaginable solution? 

Neither the situation nor the phenomenon was inexplicable. By thinking 
a little, one could probably figure out how to bring a knife aboard —however, 
what about the people's feelings? What was the victim's intention —and, if 


there was one, what was the culprit's intention? 


§ Notably the author of Night on the Galactic Railroad. 


This is what I hated the most. 

I understand too little—about people's feelings. 

And when there is something I don't understand. 

I start to feel like dying—! 

Grip. 

I noticed Samatoki-kun holding my hand. 

"You know." 

Samatoki-kun spoke as if admonishing me—if I had to say, his voice was 
angry, not too kind. 

"Seriously, spare me from self-injury in a place like this, at a time like 
this." 

""..You know me pretty well, don't you, Samatoki- kun." 

He really has good timing. Just before I thought too far—just something 
like this... I mustn't. As I thought, being just before graduation must be 
disturbing my feelings. Or maybe the trip's cancellation made me 
surprisingly emotionally unstable? 

"Samatoki-kun." 

"What now?" 

"As you know, I don't understand much about people's feelings." 

"Yeah...I know that." 

"We often hear the saying 'Try putting yourself in other people's shoes, ' 
but that's not feasible for me. Even if I can think from their position, I cannot 
think with their feelings. I ultimately can't trust people's will—I probably 
can't trust people's souls." 

"Certainly, you're definitely the type to not believe in ghosts." 

Samatoki-kun said in a joking tone, likely on purpose. Intending to 
answer his consideration, 

"It's living people that I don't trust." 

I replied so. 


"To be honest, Samatoki-kun, I think of you as a finely conceived robot." 


"Hey hey. If you let anyone know about that secret, the organization will 
erase you, you know?" 

"I heard from Mukaezuki-kun. If you're going to erase us, start from 
him." 

"You liar. Why would Hakohiko leak such an important secret to you?" 

"Because he and I are deeply connected." 

"From what I know, Hakohiko has never said anything nice about you." 

"T guess I'm hated." 

"Be at ease. I love you." 

"Here you go again." 

Thanks to this playful exchange my mood improved a little. Even so, just 
in case, I decided to drink some medicine. I took out my pill case from the 
Boston bag and took three pills from it. 

"Want me to buy you some water?" 

"No, it's fine. I can swallow them without water." 

"_..But then the medicine won't melt in your stomach, right?" 

"Eh? Don't we drink it with water because it goes down smoothly?" 

I was secretly a little proud of myself for being able to take my pills 
without water in this kind of situation, but Samatoki-kun replied with cold 
words. Rather, with a sneer. 

"No. We do it because it makes the drug melt. Otherwise it won't get 
sufficiently absorbed." 

Der 

"You seem to know everything, but don't know the crucial things, huh." 

Saying that, Samatoki-kun stood up without even saying "Wait here," and 
walked towards the vending machine. That reminded me, I had heard from 
Usui that the streets in London were almost devoid of vending machines. 
Well, apparently Japan was the outlier for that though. I heard that when 
tourists look at the vending machines we have lying everywhere, they get 
surprised, as if we had safes on the streets. That being said, I really made a 


fool of myself. I'm glad Samatoki-kun was the one to point that out. That 


barely made me feel saved. In reality, if that was Usui or Meiro-chan, I would 
seriously want to rush to self-injury. Still, the placebo effect was really 
amazing huh... I had done so until now, without any doubt. Ah, that reminds 
me, the victim, the monk...not, the important figure. He was drinking some 
anti-travel sickness drugs then. Was he using water at that time or not... I 
wasn't really fixated on him, so I don't remember well, but he was for sure 
facing his airline meal, so he should have had the necessary water. There was 
no reason to not use water when possible, so it's reasonable to assume he did 
so. Regardless of whether it was a murder or a suicide, the knife passed 
through his chest right after that... 

There. 

Having thought that far, I came to realise. Not the truth of everything, not 
a hidden fact, or anything so grandiose. I came to realise the foolishness of 
the human being that is Byouinzaka Kuroneko. 

Good grief. 

To think I didn't understand something like that without thinking. 

Returning to me, Samatoki-kun was on his way back carrying three 500ml 
bottles under his arms. 

Well, it would mostly be me taking it out on him though. 

In order to clear away this miserable feeling, I shall create some suspense 
and have my beloved friend play out the puzzle solving. 

Just to confirm, I asked Samatoki-kun a single question. 

"Samatoki-kun. Did the talkative policeman say anything about 
something being stolen from the victim's handbag?" 

"Mm?" 

"They should have the images from the bag investigation saved 
temporarily. So they should know if anything was stolen from it." 

"Aah, that reminds me, he said something like that...right, that's why I 
had the vague feeling that this wasn't a suicide. Errr, what was stolen again— 


"A Buddha statue." 


"Rhee! 


"For instance—wasn't a handbag-size Buddha statue missing?" 


5 K International Airport / Lobby (Around 6PM) 


"Well, this can hardly classify as puzzle solving, in a few hours—or even 
perhaps a few dozen minutes, the authorities would have resolved this half- 
baked puzzle and inferior mystery. No need to take it to the legal autopsy 
department, any normal autopsy would suffice. 

"Then was it a suicide as we thought, you say? How simplistic, Samatoki- 
kun. I admit to having said the same thing earlier, but that was before hearing 
many things from you, you see. We can say that the me from before you told 
me all of that and the me from after hearing it all from you are two different 
people. If you blame me for something someone else said, I would call that a 
false accusation. How troubling destiny can be. 

"Asking me if, then, it was a murder, is one of your shallow points, 
Samatoki-kun. Even middle schoolers can think through things more 
exhaustively these days. In the first place, speaking in terms of positions, 
weren't you the only one who could have killed him? Or did you perhaps 
confess to being the culprit just now? Please stop that, I don't want to think 
of my precious friend as a criminal. 

"Tf it's not a suicide or a murder—naturally, neither a natural death nor 
one due to illness. Then, that leads us to a single solution. In other words, an 
accidental death. This was an unfortunate accident—that's how we should 
think. 

"The victim was so cornered he had to disguise himself somewhere along 
his travels—not in the sense he was physically cornered by a murderer, he 
had mentally cornered himself. Naturally, with no information at hand, we 
cannot conclude on the existence of said person after his life. Even if that 
wasn't a complete delusion, that doesn't justify something as overblown as 
disguising himself as a monk when travelling. Though I do think it was an 


effective method. 


"And, were I someone cornered that far, there is no way a mere disguise 
would satisfy me—I would think of means for self-defence, I tried thinking 
that way. I wondered if one wouldn't, in order to protect their own life, arm 
themselves. 

"The word 'arm' sounds rash, but someone walking with a knife for self- 
defence, though it is illegal, doesn't seem that weird, does it? 'He made 
various counterplans'—didn't you say so? Then even if bringing blades on a 
plane is forbidden, he would simply ignore that. After all, his life was on the 
line. 

"In short, I concluded this knife was, as we predicted, something the 
victim brought aboard illegally—leaving how they did it for later, I still, even 
so, think this wasn't a suicide. We can construct a deduction, albeit somewhat 
forced, that he couldn't bear all the delusions he was under and chose to take 
his life himself, but regrettably, that doesn't fit my tastes, you see. 

"There, I remembered. That he was drinking some sort of medicine in the 
plane—well, I only remembered it by association because it was the same 
kind as the pills I have here, but I had totally assumed those were anti-travel 
sickness drugs. But what if that was a wrong impression? We're talking about 
someone arming themselves by bringing a knife into a plane for self-defence. 
The drugs in his possession weren't normal either —I tried thinking that way. 

"Exactly, poison for example. Not the drugs he had taken to take care of 
his health, but what about drugs he prepared to get revenge on the person 
trying to kill him, in the same way as the knife? And how about he—mistook 
that with his anti-travel sickness one? 

"Naturally the victim would immediately notice. He would notice that 
what he had just drank was a devilish drug able to kill people. However, he 
had already drunk it. Unable to vomit without tools. What would you do in his 
place? Ask someone for help? No, that option is out of the question. Because 
even the high schooler sitting next to you might be an assassin aiming at your 
life. 


"'Try thinking about people's feelings,' that said, we're talking about the 
feelings of a man mentally driven into a corner, who suddenly realised he 
would lose his life for sure. Not an easy thing to imagine. Was it Ellery Queen? 
The one who said that when one is at their moment of death, one's mind 
attains godlike levels to leave a single dying message, but in reality, I think 
that people's feelings before death are incoherent and vague—usually. 
Though it's different for people with extremely strong wills. However, in this 
case, the victim was the incarnation of a paranoiac. We cannot expect any 
common thinking. 

"At the end of his suffering, the conclusion he arrived at at the moment of 
death was a surgical procedure. He wanted to insert the scalpel in his own 
body and take out the poison. He wanted to take the poison out before it 
reached his stomach. Using the knife he had brought in secretly, same as the 
poison. No, I understand you want to say something, Samatoki-kun. 
However, this isn't so far apart from reality—in reality, patients having 
mistakenly swallowed poison pills or capsules in hospitals receive the same 
kind of operation. Though it's an extremely urgent case for when they know 
the stomach wouldn't be able to handle it. However, thinking of doing that 
yourself goes far away from common sense. On top of that, it seems the 
hesitation made his hand slip, which made the knife reach not his stomach or 
esophagus but his heart. And in aclean stab at that. 

"In other words, the conclusion of this case is about the eccentricity of 
people before their death. However, still, I cannot call that either a suicide or 
a murder. Thinking about how something of the sort was happening when I 
was conversing with you about the relationship between mystery novels and 
light novels, it doesn't leave me indifferent—well, even if we had noticed, 
there was nothing we could have done. Also, he reaped what he sowed. It's 
certainly karma he brought onto himself. Walking with a knife and poison, 
and furthermore, bringing those inside a plane, is overboard no matter how! 


look at it. 


"Once the autopsy results come in and they find poison inside the victim's 
stomach, we're talking about the competent Japanese police here, so they will 
reach the truth in no time. They will also identify how he acquired that drug 
in no time. Then the doubts currently weighing on you will clear out 
completely like a sky in May. 

"Ah right, how he brought the knife in, was it? Assuming the medicines 
have the same appearance so he could bring them normally—right? Yes, well, 
I guessed right earlier, so this answer might disappoint you, but it was a 
simple coincidence. Anyone would arrive at it after a little guessing around. 

"T tried thinking about why the victim chose to disguise as a monk. There 
must have been various other options—and simpler getups. Actually, don't 
you think 'monk' would be low on the list? Why did the victim choose the 
monk outfit then? That is—surely because he had a secondary objective. 

"And the Buddha statue comes here. A statue of a handy size. 

"Essentially, he wanted to disguise the knife as a Buddha statue and pass 
through the X-ray search that way. The inspectors wouldn't be suspicious of 
a monk carrying a Buddha statue with him or in his bag, right? They would 
even think it is natural. It's easy to make. Take the mold for a real statue, put 
the knife in there, then pour some metal in there. A soft metal is preferable I 
guess. Fill up all the space without leaving any air, and harden it by cooling it. 
Then leave it like that for a while, remove the mold, and you have a knife- 
Buddha statue—the statue would look pretty rough and nothing like Buddha, 
but through X-rays it would be indifferentiable from a real one. If he can get 
through that then he’s won. He only needs to shave off the exterior metal with 
the buckle of his belt in the toilets or something—for the shaved off metal, 
you can flush it down the toilet or dispose of it any other way. There shouldn't 
be an inspection of luggages when we get to London, so the statue 
disappearing wouldn't be a problem. 

"The idea of using a Buddha statue as a scabbard for a knife might have 
brought divine punishment on him, but that's about the truth. It was merely 


a coincidental accident, so the investigation should find much evidence— 


that said, I guess we have to give up on our school trip-cum- graduation trip 
now. It's not because the truth was made clear that we can depart again 
tomorrow. 

"Well, let's go back together by taxi once we get permission from the 
police people. It might even be good to stop by the convenience store. I see, 


then, in the end, you brought just the right amount of luggage for this trip." 


Houestion 
Part 


1 Inside The Plane / Seat row number 41 (Around 3PM) 


I (Hitsuuchi Samatoki) had finished reading the manuscript I was handed. 
I then said, 

"Byouinzaka, you know...how should I put it, don't you think you wrote 
yourself a little bit too well?" 

"Mm?" 

Byouinzaka, sitting next to me, directed her cat-like eyes at me as if 
saying my impressions were exceedingly inappropriate. 

"Is that so? I tried being as faithful to reality as possible to describe the 
characters, though." 

"T don't like that I'm being written as a real weirdo, but well, Ican endure 
that. However, you coming off as a person of common sense, a victim of my 
eccentricity, is very unacceptable." 

Also, I lowered my voice. Being careful so that the person sitting in the seat 
opposed to Byouinzaka's—the monk soundly sleeping in the window seat, 
wouldn't overhear me. 

"Bold of you to write a story where a stranger dies. It's a real person. He's 
right here, you know? He's alive, you know?" 

"I'm not making him read it, so it's fine, no? Whether the person here is a 
monk or an important figure has no influence whatsoever in my life." 

Byouinzaka was dissatisfied. And that wasn’t something that had just 
started. For most of today—no, I guess yesterday? No, we crossed the 
International Date Line, so it was still today—since we were waiting in the 
airport until now, arriving at the London Heathrow Airport, Byouinzaka had 
been in a bad mood for some reason. No, not "for some reason," having read 
this script, the gist of what caused that had been made quite clear to me. 

"...Don't tell me... I didn't think you were this displeased about me going 
on this trip in such light attire... You even used it as the story's punchline, 


huh. I think that's the kind of stuff you can just say out loud though." 


I thought she was taking university notes next to me, but I would never 
have imagined she was writing a novel. I slept quite a lot during the flight, 
like that monk, but apparently Byouinzaka was awake the whole time, 
writing this novel. 

"Well, let's just say it's the author's opinion that leaked out. No need to 
mind it. Just apologize and that'll be enough." 

"_..So I need to apologize?" 

Frankly, I wasn’t in a position to judge whether an apology was necessary 
here, but well, Byouinzaka was the one in charge of this trip —and even if she 
wasn't, that distant relative, the guy named Usui or something, was. I 
couldn't be too demanding. I earnestly said "I'm sorry," and lowered my head 
to Byouinzaka. 

"Umu. You're forgiven." 

Byouinzaka acted self-importantly and puffed her chest. "If your mood 
was this easy to fix I should have done it from the start," I thought, but of 
course, didn't say out loud. ''I always want to keep a hand free for a woman in 
love,'' this line popped in my head too, but never reached my mouth. 

",.Ah, right. Byouinzaka. This bothered me a little, with this writing, isn't 
it hard to get that you're a woman? ...I mean, I think we just don't get it." 

I addressed my question while flipping through her university notes. 

"Mm? Aah, I see." 

Having apparently noticed it only when I pointed it out, she pouted her 
lips. She was letting me look at her notes so our faces were unexpectedly 
close. On the other hand of her nonsensical and bigoted personality, she had 
a pretty well-featured body (though part of it might have been my bias as a 
friend), so being this close made my heart race. Well, I was a high schooler 
with lots of bitter and sweet experiences, so I wouldn't do something 
cowardly like getting embarrassed and taking some distance. ...I won't 
comment on what was bitter and what was sweet though. 


"T see... forgot about it. Well, let's keep it as a gender trick." 


"T wonder about that. If we think of you as a boy, since we get along so 
well, people might see it as BL, you know." 

"Not like there's anything wrong with that." 

"There is. If you look at it like that, the consideration I have towards you 
becomes gross. Don't forget that I'm only nice to you because you have big 
breasts." 

"Do I really have to not forget this one...?" 

Byouinzaka looked fed up, but well, that was certainly an aspect I couldn't 
yield on. 

"However, could you seriously stop saying creepy things like 'sexually 
frustrated' on your side too?" 

"That part is for the service." 

"That's quite a small service. Also, that's a pretty trivial point, but why did 
you camouflage the airport as K International Airport? Why not just write 
Kansai International Airport here? Why keep the name at just the initial when 
you went so far as including a random monk who sat next to us in your 
novel?" 

"It might be the Kagawa International Airport, no?" 

"There's no international airport at Kagawa." 

Probably. No, I would hesitate if I was asked whether I was 100% sure, but 
what would be the point of constructing one so close? 

"Ah, but that was a nice nostalgic point. The conclusion. The thing where 
you chain the quotation marks one after the other. Old translations were full 
of this, weren't they? With this formatting, your loquacity isn't too 
annoying." 

"Setting aside whether or not my loquacity is annoying, well, having 
written it, I noticed for the first time the advantage of this format." 

"The advantage?" 

"Yes. I don't have to write the reactions from the assistant, suspects, or 
spectators, nor the questions they might slip in. So it goes faster. By the way, 


Samatoki-kun, please appraise the riddle in itself. Even though it's a trick I 


thought of in two seconds, as the author, I'm curious about your 
appreciation." 

"Umm. Well, since it's short and was written pretty much by ad lib, it gets 
a passing grade. But personally, I feel like using a weirdo's actions in a 
mystery is unfair. If we just say he was weird, then the answer could be pretty 
much anything, no?" 

"Fumu. Quite harsh." 

"Also, I'm asking this out of curiosity, but would that trick really get by 
the X-ray inspection?" 

"Who knows." 

Byouinzaka answered without showing any remorse. 

"It's something I thought up in two seconds so it's probably impossible... 
Even though we can call it all 'metal', their transmittance and refractive 
index are all different under X-rays. I feel like the knife would show inside 
the Buddha statue. But if we try it out it might work. However, if we get 
caught, the punishment would be really high so I'm too afraid to even want 
to try it out." 

"Don't write something you think is impossible in your novel." 

"Lies, exaggeration, and diversion are all forgiven in fiction, aren't they— 
the author wins as long as they can satisfy the readers for even a second. At 
the very least, that's how I think when reading books." 

"_..So, why did you think of writing this thing? If you get bored during the 
flight, just watch a movie." 

"No, I talked about novels with you, didn't I? Also you're the one who told 
me to write one." 

"Though I think you were the one to say 'novels aren't to be written, but 
to be read.'" 

"Retracting my words is a speciality of mine. I simply had a change of 
heart and tried following the advice of my beloved friend. However, as I 


thought, it's pretty difficult. Reading and writing are completely different. 


Now I feel like Ican have a new appreciation for any book—thinking like that, 
it might have been a worthwhile experience." 

As always, she was the kind of girl to start and end everything by herself. 
She was unrivalled in terms of self-sufficiency. 

"I'm bored already. If you want, you can write what comes next. I still have 
more than half of my notebook free." 

"Well...in the same way good authors don't necessarily make for good 
readers, good readers don't always make for good authors." 

Of course, the plane Byouinzaka and I were riding hadn't gone back to K 
International Airport, otherwise known as Kansai International Airport, and 
no murder or suicide or accidental death had taken place to begin with. The 
person to my right was probably a real monk, and in terms of borders, we 
were nearing England. Byouinzaka's novel was only veridical for the first 
half—no, even then, she wrote me horribly. I wonder, did Byouinzaka really 
think of me as someone who wouldn't budge after seeing someone dead right 
next to me... Also she went on about my simplicity or whatever, but that was 
definitely just badmouthing me. And the fact she didn't miss a beat and 
followed it up skilfully every single time, that craftiness, made me mad. I felt 
like if I got angry at that, I’d be the one losing. 

"Well...Byouinzaka. Try polishing and transcribing it when we get back. If 
you get the details done better, it'll become readable normally, won't it?" 

"T feel terribly obliged by your condescending praise." 

"Long ago, I once thought of the Condescending Praise Series." 

"T want to hear more about that." 

"' This novel is interesting. I used to write a lot of those when I was a kid.'"' 

"That's so condescending!" 

"'Tf he can write something like this for his debut, it's really something. 
Maybe he'll write something good three years from now?'" 

"Aah, the words come falling from the sky." 

"'Heeh, this guy released a new volume. Alright, I guess I'll check how 


much he progressed the next time I get some free time.'" 


"So he hasn't even read it!" 

Byouinzaka was delighted. Well, my reading was basically always 
condescending, so I could up think any number of those if that was all she 
wanted. 

"Inversely, there's the technique where something looks disparaging but 
is in fact praise." 

"T readily want to hear this one." 

"'You're 10 years too early...for this era!'"' 

" Ahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahaha 
hahahahahahahahahahahahahaha!" 

She loved it. 

Rather, she laughed too much. 

Having calmed down, Byouinzaka said: 

"However, Samatoki-kun, there is something I cannot help but be sad 
about. I certainly wrote this to kill time during the flight, but what took me 10 
hours to write, you finished reading in just 10 minutes." 

"Yeah, isn't that what they call the tragedy of creators? The movie 
industry is even more cruel. Even if you spend one year creating a great work, 
it takes literally an instant to watch it." 

"You talk as if you know." 

"T know this much at least." 

Byouinzaka said that Mr. Girdle Lyas took three years to write this cursed 
novel—but even reading that wouldn't take more than a day or two. Well, I 
wouldn't even think of reading a novel making anyone reading it die though— 
to begin with, there was no way I could read it when it was entirely in English. 
As I was thinking about that, the plane heavily swayed —it seemed the plane 
had successfully landed on the runway. On my left, Byouinzaka raised a cute 
scream that didn’t suit her usual self, 'Kyahn!" while on my right, the 
(probably) monk woke up. If I could borrow some words from the novel 


Byouinzaka wrote for fun, our school-cum-graduation trip started like this. 


2 Near Heathrow Airport - Greg Hotel (Around 5PM) 


However, the trouble had only just begun. Once we stepped off the plane, 
it was a foreign land, our first abroad experience, and as we had become 
unwillingly tense, our first trial befell upon us. The immigration inspection. 
We get asked about the duration and goal of our stay, where we would be 
travelling, and such by the airport staff. However, that exchange was made in 
English. My beloved friend, Byouinzaka Kuroneko, had planned after 
graduation to get into a, maybe not famous but pretty well-known, research 
institution in America, so she was able to converse decently in English 
(Byouinzaka was often modest about this kind of thing, so she was probably 
actually fluent). However, I was a third-year high schooler planning on 
entering university. On the English part of the Center Test I’d taken just the 
other day, I estimated my grade at 92 points, but every high schooler knows 
that that's totally useless in real English conversations. Rather, the useless 
knowledge can often work against us. Well, I had thought it would work out 
somehow and didn't pay it much mind (that was probably the simplicity 
Byouinzaka talked about), but she told me, 

"Listen well, Samatoki-kun. Not only my distant relative Usui, but 
everyone with travel experience unanimously agrees on this, don't ever fool 
around here. This place is even less forgiving than a tribunal." 

With a serious face, unusually wiping the smile from her face. If she said 
something like that, I would only get more tense, wouldn't I? 

"Ts that how that works...?" 

"For anti-terrorism purposes, among many. It's complicated." 

"Thinking like this, Japan is stupidly peaceful, huh." 

"Though I think playing around wouldn't do well with the Japanese 
inspectors either." 

Only stating the results, we passed through that hurdle without any 


problem (we didn't have any ill intentions, so that was the natural course of 


events), but Byouinzaka was roaring with laughter. According to her: "I don't 
think any other man would try to get by the immigration inspection with 
Japanese." Really, even I didn't think it would be this hard for English to come 
out of my mouth. I could barely make out what they were saying (because they 
were probably using simple English), but all of my answers came out in 
Japanese. Even though I knew it wouldn't get through, what were my six 
years of English classes for? In the end, I ended up passing the torch to 
Byouinzaka, who’d passed her inspection in the room next to me, and it 
somehow worked out. 

"Apparently the train will get us to London in about 20 minutes." 

Byouinzaka said while looking at a tourism book. 

"It looks pretty crowded. Let's use a taxi instead." 

"IT don't really mind, but is it okay to be that extravagant right from the 
get go?" 

"T received a credit card from Usui, you see. It's all right." 

Saying that, Byouinzaka handed me a jet-black card. I wonder why, I 
couldn't really trust that card, being black like that. Wasn't it put on a 
blacklist or something? 

"In the first place, are credit cards something other people can use?" 

"Tcan." 

That said, we couldn't pay for the taxi with a card, so we had to settle for 
hard cash. The shape of the taxi was completely different from those in Japan. 
One can say that's when I first really felt like I was in a foreign country. 
Byouinzaka told the taxi driver the name of the hotel and boarded in the back 
seat. By the way, my role was to hold Byouinzaka's trunk. I didn't intend for 
it to be a form of nonchalant kindness in the slightest. 

"For our first drive to cost £2.2...it's not cheap." 

"Well, true." 

Byouinzaka laughed. It was hard to read her, but it looked like she was glad 
to use Usui's money as she pleased. Then it was a pretty dark delight. I knew 


that Byouinzaka's family—rather, her clan, has some pretty complex 


circumstances, but only half-knowing the situation made it hard to retort, so 
I was ina stance where I had to give up on doing that. 

"By the way, Byouinzaka. How much are pounds worth now?" 

"_..Did you not exchange money at the bank? You better not tell me you 
only brought Japanese Yen." 

"No, I paid the money the bank staff told me to. I just don't really get it." 

"How rich of you. Well, wasn't it about ¥250? So our first ride being £2.2 
should be around ¥550." 

"Huh. Then it's cheaper than Japan." 

"Ultimately, it's higher. Once we get to downtown London it'll be filled 
with one-way traffic so time and money often piles up." 

"Hmm... Is it like Kyoto proper?" 

"T heard Kyoto was the world's hardest city to drive in" 

So the foreigners visiting Kyoto must have felt like that, I thought about 
something along those lines. Well, I felt like Byouinzaka would laugh at me 
for saying such a candid impression, so I decided to keep it to myself. Come 
to think of it, I had just realised I didn't know the name of the hotel we were 
going to stay at. But I feared asking about it this late would provoke her, so I 
kept that to myself. There, I faced Byouinzaka to ask her a little more about 
this cursed novel story, and found her hanging her head, looking somewhat 
pale. 

"Hey, Byouinzaka...what happened?" 

"Um? Nothing in particular though?" 

Byouinzaka said in the most uncaring way possible to her, raising her face. 
But I could tell that she forced herself to say that. It was hard to imagine the 
symptoms of her phobia showing in this situation...then she was probably 
just tired. In the first place, Byouinzaka's body was laughably frail (though 
she purposely wrote it to seem less pronounced in her novel). She wasn't the 
kind of person to take on a 12-13 hour flight without batting an eye. It was bad 


enough that she was planning on arranging her post- graduation schedule so 


that I could accompany her when she went to America. Her writing this 
fictional novel might have unexpectedly been to calm down her wits. 

"...When we get to the hotel, just rest for the rest of the day. We'll have 
plenty of time starting tomorrow." 

"T would love to, but that's not how it works. Timewise, it's...let me see." 

Byouinzaka checked her watch. It was, obviously, adjusted to show 
London time. 

"We have an appointment with the author in question right after our 
check-in...apparently, he wants to treat us to dinner." 

"Don't push yourself. It can wait for tomorrow, no?" 

"No, I want to get the annoying stuff done with first. For now, if we listen 
to that Mister Author's story, we will have achieved the bare minimum of our 
mission, you see. Samatoki-kun." 

Byouinzaka grabbed my hand. Putting her hand on top of mine. 

"We shall enjoy the tourism starting from tomorrow, okay?" 

If she went that far, I had nothing to say back. So I didn't say anything 
more, at least to not exhaust Byouinzaka any further. Well, I don't think I 
qualify as a serious or a good reader (condescendingly), but meeting an 
author made me a little nervous—even if it was an author I had never read, 
nor even heard the name of. We checked-in (of course, Byouinzaka was the 
one to take care of the entire procedure. She was a hikikomori in Japan, but 
she proved to be strangely reliable overseas) and, without resting much, met 
with the Mister Author—Mrr. Girdle Lyas in the lobby. I see, he was the same 
as in the author picture Byouinzaka had shown me. Just, it seemed that the 
picture was a little old, since I could somewhat see that he’d aged a few years. 
That reminded me, he hadn't released anything in three years—was it? 
Maybe because the hotel's lobby was easily visible to people, he was 
apparently disguising himself with sunglasses and a hat. Byouinzaka 
exchanged a handshake with him in her diplomatic mode, then they 
conversed about something in English. I didn't know how things ended, but 


we took a taxi to Chinatown. ...So it exists anywhere in the world, Chinatown. 


We then enjoyed dinner for about two hours (eating Chinese food eased me 
no matter where I was. As expected of the Kingdom of Food, I shall say), but 
honestly speaking, I had no idea what Byouinzaka or Mr. Girdle Lyas were 
saying, so I will have to abridge the depiction of that conversation. It made 
me think that languages really were the biggest factor in communication. By 
speaking English, you could make friends anywhere—though I still wouldn't 
go that far, thinking about it, I couldn't even become friends with dogs. 
Byouinzaka would explain the situation later anyway, so I’d hear it then. It 
looked like Mr. Girdle Lyas, too, was talking only to Byouinzaka—I wondered 
if he had something for Japanese high school girls. No, the high school boy 
next to her clearly didn't get the language as much, so that treatment was to 
be expected. 

"T asked for his autograph and picture, but he turned me down." 

Having finished the meal, Byouinzaka said so, using Japanese for the first 
time in a while. 

"What. Did you become a fan of his?" 

"No, I thought it was manners. He was a pretty fussy man. Fitting for one 
of Usui's friends." 

"Hmm. But, didn't you seem to have fun talking to hime" 

"That was bravado. Using another language is tiring, you see. It would be 
more accurate to say I was so on my nerves I turned into ashes. Aah, my head 
is spinning. I'm worried about my future in America like that. Sorry but can 
you wait until tomorrow for the translation of the meal discussion?" 

"Of course." 

We then returned to the hotel by taxi and went straight to sleep. By the 
way, I don't know why, no, I bet the main reason was to tease me, but 
Byouinzaka had reserved a single two-person twin room. That night was the 
first time I slept with my pillow next to Byouinzaka. My inability to sleep 
despite being tired didn't seem to have much to do with the bed being slightly 


too small. 


3 First day of tourism / Sherlock Holmes Museum (Around 9AM) 


"What? He didn't make a move on me?" 

That was the first thing Byouinzaka said to herself when waking up, ina 
voice clearly loud enough so I could hear it, checking her clothes. 

"...I'm not starved enough to lay a hand on a friend exhausted to death by 
their first overseas trip." 

"Ts that so? How plain." 

"T just finished reading the tourism book you brought in...and it appears 
your behavior from yesterday was due to jet lag." 

"Heehe" 

Byouinzaka stared at me in wonder. By the way, her sleeping attire was 
our academy's regulated gym clothing (which at this point was basically the 
normal uniform for Byouinzaka, who only attended the infirmary). This girl 
thoroughly treated it like a school trip. On the other hand, I, who had assumed 
that would be prepared for us at the hotel, hadn't brought in pajamas or even 
gym clothes, but since I couldn't really sleep in my school uniform, I spent 
the night wearing a shirt and boxers. Last night, after having exploded in 
laughter for so long I thought her stomach might split and she might die 
(though for me, whose greatest delight was to see her smile, that was nothing 
but bliss), 

"The service in Japanese hotels is abnormal. There's no toothbrush or 
other amenity goods, right?" 

She told me so. I wished she told me that earlier, but she would be right 
saying it was my fault for not knowing. However, I hadn't thought about this 
before sharing a room with Byouinzaka, but...having spent the night sleeping 
soundly next to a half-naked man and apparently having rested well, this 
might be a situation where I had to evaluate Byouinzaka Kuroneko highly. But 


to think they didn't even have a fridge... 


"Jet lag, huh...I had thought jet lag was just the syndrome of one not 
knowing what time it is after changing countries." 

"I want to ask ‘are you stupid’, but in reality, I thought the same. But 
according to that book, it's the body feeling bad due to a discrepancy between 
the time inside the body and the actual time. That reminds me, I had a slight 
headache, though not at your level. It kinda resembles the feeling of pulling 
an all-nighter." 

"Tsee” 

"Well, it got better after drinking some Bufferin though." 

"Samatoki-kun, why do you hold Bufferin in such high regards...?" 

Byouinzaka asked, as if that was a real wonder to her. Well, for this trip, 
the only drug I had brought with me (inside what Byouinzaka called ''the tiny 
pouch") was Bufferin. Well, people like me are surprisingly weak to kindness. 

"Let's stop bya store before visiting anything. Ineed to buy a toothbrush." 

"T brought one." 

"But I can't make purchases if you don't come with me." 

"You will totally get through to them, even with broken speech. It's rare 
to be in London, so why don't you try speaking the language a little? How will 
you justify to your little sister your miserable behavior of hiding behind my 
back like a little kid?" 

"T think I'll tell Yorutsuki that thing, you know, that I made 100 friends in 
London." 

"So just a lie, huh." 

"A kind lie." 

To myself. Well, as Byouinzaka had written in her novel, this trip to 
London was a secret to my family, so I had no intention of telling them about 
my travel stories. 

"Well, we might as well buy mineral water and the like alongside. You 
probably don't know, Samatoki-kun, but it happens that Europe's water isn't 


adapted to Japanese people's bodies." 


"Heeh? Really? Though I don't think this city would have problems with 
hygiene." 

"Yes, that's why I said Japanese people's bodies. Japan's water is soft 
water while Europe's is hard. It has a lot of minerals." 

"That seems good for the body." 

"If you think so, go have a drink. However, I don't think your beloved 
Bufferin works against stomach aches." 

Having not prepared anything for this trip, there was no way I could win 
in an argument against Byouinzaka, who had researched things in minute 
detail, so we first went to a supermarket near the hotel and purchased a 
toothbrush, water, and other basic necessities for our stay. Byouinzaka 
handled the payment with the credit card. Apparently, a Japanese schoolgirl 
using such a suspicious card was rare, since the employee acted surprised. We 
then returned to the hotel once more and I waited while Byouinzaka was 
taking a shower. We were tired yesterday so we had only used the bathroom 
as a changing room. Well, I'm a guy so! didn't mind not taking a bath for a 
night, but that didn't apply to Byouinzaka. After all, she had long hair. For 
me, just being able to see Byouinzaka after a shower meant this trip was 
worthwhile, so the wait wasn't insufferable. We ate breakfast at the hotel's 
restaurant (it was a buffet), then departed for today's tourism session. I 
mean, we were totally in a tourist mood already. 

That reminds me, this was something that surprised me a little, a moment 
of culture shock, it seemed that Japan and England have a different way of 
counting floors. What we call the first floor in Japan is the "ground floor", 
and what we call the second floor is the "first floor" in England, third floor 
being "second floor", fourth floor being "third floor", and so on. So the room 
we were staying at, No. 501, would be situated on what we Japanese called the 
sixth floor. We had a silly misunderstanding yesterday when Mr. Girdle Lyas 
told us to "meet up on the first floor," and that's how] learned this. I thought 
London people might be complicating things for no reason, but from their 


perspective, maybe us Japanese were the one complicating things. However, 


that meant the answer to the famous riddle "In this building, it takes 60 
seconds to go to the third floor by stairs. Then how many seconds does it take 
to go to the sixth floor?" would change. 

eee ee 

Byouinzaka was in such a great mood that her tiredness from the day prior 
looked like a lie. She strode along London's streets as if enjoying the layout of 
the city, with a map spread before her. She was a curious girl to begin with, 
she must have loved seeing unknown things or places. She only hated— 
people she didn't know. And I wasn't completely unimpressed either. It was 
completely different from Japan, those stone buildings arranged in a square 
pattern made me feel like I slipped into another world, so I was more excited 
than my age should permit. ... Though saying something like that would spark 
remarks about my senility. 

"So, KuroneKo-san. Where are we going today?" 

"To Baker Street." 

"Mme" 

I’d heard about it somewhere. 

I think. 

"You won't get away with not knowing. Baker Street is a sacred land for 
mystery novel readers, isn't it?" 

"Ah...Sherlock Holmes, huh." 

"Precisely." 

Byouinzaka nodded. 

"There's a place called the Sherlock Holmes Museum. We will go there 
first." 

Suddenly taking the tone of a tourist guide, Byouinzaka said with blood 
rushing to her cheeks. ...[ mean, so that was the reason behind her good 
mood? 

"Well, you know, you're the main character for this trip, choose our 
destination as you like. But the first thing we visit when coming to London is 


the Sherlock Holmes Museum?" 


"Where else would we go?" 

Byouinzaka pondered. ...No, there are tons of places, aren't there? I 
wanted to take a look at the Rosetta Stone. 

"Shut up!" 

For some reason, Byouinzaka spoke in English, moreover in a loud and 
powerful voice. Every passerby around looked our way. Even if it was a 
common saying to scratch away shame earned on a trip, this was too much. 

"Got it, got it. We'll go where you want to. I'll follow you anywhere... So, 
where's that Baker Street? Are we going to walk there?" 

"It's not an unwalkable distance, but since we're at it, I think we should 
use the subway." 

"What? Wasn't your motto ‘Travelling means Taxi’?” 

"Umu. However, I heard that the walls of the Baker Street Station are filled 
with silhouettes of Holmes. Let's start by contemplating those walls and get 
in the mood." 

Lae 

Why did we come to the other side of the globe to look at subway walls? 
Sherlock Holmes, huh...in fact, [hadn't read much of him. Though I think I'd 
read quite a few Conan Doyle books, it was just that my innate perversion 
kicked in, which made me only read horror novels. I just wanted to pretend to 
be knowledgeable by talking about niche stuff, so I couldn't help but have a 
hard time with famous authors. That said, if I remembered correctly, 
Byouinzaka wasn't that into Holmes either...was that a tsundere-type 
reaction? Rather, maybe when it's something so great, hate and love don't 
matter —I could somewhat get this feeling. The ticket vending machine at the 
subway station had a touch screen and could display in Japanese. It was a 
candid reaction, but seeing Japanese made me feel a little relieved. The ticket 
system was hard to understand with the zone 1 or zone 2 thing, but I left all 
of that to KuroneKo-san. It turned out I couldn't even deal with Japanese. 

"The Samatoki-kun able to do anything in Japan isn't bad, but the 


Samatoki-kun unable to do anything in London is pretty good too." 


I feel like I heard Byouinzaka say something sarcastic like that, but I 
wouldn't mind it. I once heard that being able to depend on others was a great 
skill to have. We passed through the gates and climbed the escalators to the 
platform. The escalators were pretty fast. So much that it was a little scary. 

"In London, you keep the left side open for the people in a hurry." 

"Like in Kansai, I see. In Kanto you keep the right side open, but I guess 
that means Kansai is more global." 

"That's what everyone from Kansai says." 

Byouinzaka didn't react much. As if that topic didn't matter to her. Well, 
thinking of the safety aspect of moving on the escalator was nothing to be 
praised. Then, after boarding a wagon in the subway, we finally talked about 
the cursed novel. 

"Well, the story got pretty concrete—but anyway, the fact that the two 
people who read that newest work, Mr. Girdle Lyas' wife and agent, died 
seems to be true." 

"Okay. But we should still think of it as a coincidence." 

"No, it's kind of an inexplicable story—apparently, these two lost their 
lives by suicide." 

"Suicide?" 

Inside the underground wagon, unlike in Japan, I could feel the roof being 
somewhat low. Western people should be bigger than Japanese, so why are 
their wagons so small? I became worried despite it being about another 
country. 

"Suicide—" 

"Yes. Both the wife and the agent apparently killed themselves —and both 
of those were inexplicable." 

I don't know how inexplicable they were, but if that was true then the 
probability of a coincidence went way down. For two close people to kill 
themselves with no reason in succession—or maybe in a chain—was too 
unthinkable. 


"And sadly, having heard the details from Mr. Girdle Lyas, I cannot say 
that we’ve achieved our mission. I must demonstrate how that inexplicability 
was merely a coincidence— maybe." 

"Maybe?" 

"They are inexplicable, but not outside of the realm of comprehension — 
it doesn't quite get me motivated. However, I have met Mr. Girdle Lyas in 
reality, talked to him, and learnt to know him. So if he is really distressed, I 
end up thinking I cannot disregard that. Even though cursed novels don't 
exist, if the person in question is worrying then my duty might be to show 
him comprehensively how that was all a coincidence." 

"How kind." 

"Aren't you weak to kindness?" 

Byouinzaka smiled playfully. Well, she was right. But it was a truth that, 
even though she acted like a hermit and a pessimist, she was unexpectedly 
quite empathetic. It being close enough that we could have walked there, we 
immediately reached Baker Street Station. There really were Holmes 
silhouettes printed on the walls. It was even a little scary. I had never been 
there yet, but it might have been similar to the Mizuki Shigeru Road in 
Tottori’. Holmes was really loved, huh...that reminded me, there was an 
episode where the dead Holmes was made to come back to life due to the fans' 
demand. In mystery terms, that was really a revival of a dead person. 

" Ahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahaha 
hahahahahahahaha! Yahoo!" 

And, when we reached the real Sherlock Holmes Museum, Byouinzaka's 
excitement reached its peak. Rather, she was broken. Thinking about how 
this was the sight of the most talented student since Outouin Academy's 
creation, even I, the person with the closest relationship to her, was creeped 


out by it and showed an archaic smile. 


7 A street named in homage to Mizuki Shigeru, a famous mangaka (notably the author of Gegege no 
Kitarou, also the mentor to Natsuhiko Kyougoku, one of Nisio’s “5 gods of literature”), and set up so 
that at night the street lights project the shape of various Youkai on the ground and walls. 


"Quick quick, Samatoki-kun! It's amazing! I'm sure these stairs really 
have 17 steps! Woah, I must count them! I'll be scolded by Holmes-sensei for 
having a poor perception!" 

Holmes-sensei, really? 

"No, Byouinzaka, this area isn't free so we must pay..." 

"Money? Tell them I'll give them however much they want later!" 

"No, you pay in advance." 

And I can't do it. 

"Kuh..." 

Having apparently been displeased by being cooled down, Byouinzaka 
showed a face more devious and annoyed than I had ever seen. However, 
apparently having the bare minimum of sanity left, she paid the (clerk 
wearing the uniform of a) maid cash for the tickets. It was about six pounds 
per person. Since one pound is 250 yen it was...1500 yen, huh. Pretty costly, 
considering the size of the museum. The first floor was a gift shop where they 
sold various goods related to Holmes. Well, this trip was a secret to everyone, 
so there was no need to buy presents, but it still drew my attention. 

"Now, we got the tickets! Hurry up, Samatoki-kun! Don't make Holmes- 
sensei wait!" 

"No, Byouinzaka, sorry to break your dreams, but I think Holmes-sensei 
might be a fictional character..." 

"As if that was the case!" 

I was yelled at yet again. The maid was surprised—is what I had thought, 
but she remained relatively composed. Maybe all the Sherlockians 
(apparently that's what Holmes fans are called) who go overboard are like 
that. 

a Ir Pe Ane 

Byouinzaka seriously counted the steps as she climbed to the second floor. 
I slowly followed after her, thinking about how, at this rate, she might die 
once we reach the second floor. What could it be? I wasn’t the biggest Holmes 


fan out there, but even though I should have been reasonably enjoying it, my 


mind could only think about how Byouinzaka was running on pure 
eccentricity. 

"16, 17! There really are 17 steps! I did it!" 

I thought "you didn't do anything," but didn't say it out loud. I think the 
second floor should have Holmes' office... I asserted that Holmes-sensei was 
a fictional character, but he could be found in his office. No, of course it was 
a Wax puppet. Many gadgets used in the stories (like the tools of trade of a 
detective, flasks, and other research tools) were displayed, which made me 
pretty excited myself. And for Byouinzaka, she fell on her knees as if 
experiencing dizziness. I hurriedly supported her. Really, I was seriously 
taken aback. Could humans really be that moved by something? 

"Sa...samatoki-kun." 

"Yeah..." 

"There's no way a happiness like this can exist. Isn't this a dream? Try 
pinching me." 

"Understood." 

I pinched Byouinzaka's nipples. No, not in a lewd sense, just as a gag! 
Merely as a gag to break off this hopeless atmosphere and nothing more! In 
the first place, I don't know where her nipples would be behind the uniform. 
I wasn’t that much of an expert. I could at most unhook a bra with one hand. 

"Huh!? It feels good! As I thought, it's adream!" 

"You're creepy!" 

I unintentionally pushed her back. Under normal conditions Byouinzaka 
would have collapsed to the ground due to that harsh retort, but maybe the 
effect of the place was at work here, causing her to have mastered the Baritsu 
skill, she somehow managed to hold on. She was apparently able to realise 
this wasn't a dream due to the pain of being pushed back, she then unsteadily 
walked towards the puppet. The floor creaked under her steps—the building 
itself seemed quite old. 

"Hah...hah...hah..., Samatoki-kun, sorry to have lost my composure. Iam 


fine now, I calmed down." 


"No, Ican only see you as a patient now." 

Byouninzaka® Kuroneko. 

"I'm going to start taking pictures, so could you hide? Having you appear 
in the reflection of the mirror of glass would ruin the picture." 

"Don't say I would ruin it..." 

Then I'm going ahead, I said as I left the office. I got no answer from her. 
What exactly was friendship? I climbed the stairs while pondering about that, 
heading towards the third floor. The building was four storeys tall. There was 
also an attic-like room, but we couldn't enter it. Unlike the second floor 
where the office had been recreated, the third floor was closer to a normal 
exhibition room, displaying some maniac gadgets that I couldn't quite 
understand as a reader. Though it was still interesting to see the guns and the 
like that appeared in the books. By the way, Byouinzaka brought a compact 
digital camera, but [hadn't brought any camera for this trip. I could have used 
my phone's camera, but since I wouldn't be able to use it overseas anyway, I 
didn't bring it with me... However, I guess I should have brought at least one 
instant camera for this. Though it's me we're talking about, I would probably 
have just taken the pictures and never developed them. 

"Samatoki-kun! Where did you go?! You still have the important role of 
taking a two-shot with me and Holmes-sensei, you know!" 

I heard what I thought was a selfish demand from a Japanese tourist 
coming from down the stairs, so I headed there muttering "Good grief" to 


myself. 


8 Byounin (JH A, patient) replaces Byouin (J&B, hospital) 


4, First day of tourism / Madame Tussaud Museum (1 around noon) 


On the pamphlet we were given was written that the Sherlock Holmes 
Museum was valued as a Grade II building in heritage protection by England. 
But the process to get Byouninzaka, no, Byouinzaka off of that historically 
valued building was quite the hurdle. "I must have one for display, one for 
preservation, and one for advertisement,'' she spouted out those crazy 
things, so, even though I managed to bring her down to the first floor by 
force, the shopping there took quite a long time. I knew that girls took a lot of 
time to buy things, but Byouinzaka was stuck at the gift shop for nearly an 
hour. 

"We will need to buy them in two trips." 

"2, Why is that?" 

"The first one will be to buy the bulky items together, and the second one 
for the smaller items. Let me see, what about purchasing today's newspaper? 
Then we will get an almost clean bag to transport the items, right?" 

No, that way of thinking in itself was disgusting. Well, I'm complaining, 
but I myself bought a small Holmes bronze statue. 

"T wish for us to someday become the kind of people to get this kind of 
museum." 

"Why would a museum be built for us...moreover, one recognized by the 
country, you know?" 

On that note, by the time we left the Sherlock Holmes Museum, it was 
already past noon. I thought of eating lunch, but when I proposed that idea to 
Byouinzaka: 

"In England it is normal to only have two meals a day." 

She replied so. 

When in Rome, do as the Romans do, Samatoki-kun." 

Talking in a self-important tone, as if her agitation from earlier was 


nothing but a lie. Fuck, I really should have brought a digital camera, one able 


to take videos. That ecstatic act of hers could have become a lifelong material 
for jokes. 

"Then what should we do now? Go back to the hotel to leave the luggage?" 

"Mmm. Well, we came all the way to Baker Street, how about going to the 
Madame Tussaud Museum I heard of?" 

"Mm? I don't know that one. Is it a famous one?" 

"If we're simply talking about how well-known it is, then it would be 
above the Sherlock Holmes Museum. Plainly put, it's a wax figure museum. 
Apparently many wax-made historical figures are neatly arranged in a small 
space. They are apparently all quite elaborate, like the Holmes one we saw 
just earlier." 

The environmental effect had apparently vanished since Byouinzaka 
didn't add the "'-sensei" to Holmes now. I was relieved to see that most of her 
reason has returned. If she had continued like that forever, even I wouldn't 
have been able to follow along. 

"Well, we can pass by if it's close. It's near enough to walk there, no?" 

Saying that, I tried to nonchalantly take Byouinzaka's luggage, in other 
words, the various Sherlock Holmes goods she had just bought, but she 
smoothly dodged me. It seems even she has things she doesn't want to be 
touched. Well, this wasn't the best place to display kindness either way. 

On the way, the topic went back to the cursed novel. With the conversation 
being repeatedly cut so often, it was hard for me to string it together, but that 
shouldn't have been the case for Mr. Girdle Lyas himself, his friend Mr. Usui, 
or Byouinzaka being his relative. From my perspective, it was nothing more 
than a nonsensical story happening on the other side of the ocean. It seemed 
that Byouinzaka had made some sort of connection to this Mister Author 
upon meeting him, but for me, who couldn't decipher all the English, I had 
only greeted him lightly. It was bad manners to say that when there’d been 
real deaths, but it was like looking at a fire on the other side of the shore. Even 


if you think this is indiscrete, I was merely a modern youngster. 


Even so, it's not like I was totally uninterested. In fact, I was the one to 
bring up that topic then. 

"About that thing with the wife and agent killing themselves —how was it 
for each of them? Not to talk about your novel, but it could be a homicide 
disguised as a suicide or an accident looking like a suicide, no?" 

"Well, it could—it's just that, if it's a murder, that would mean the culprit 
is the Mister Author. The motive being creating some attention." 

"But, thinking that way, it could be someone's doing —like, for instance, 
the Mister Author's rival—to make people think that way. We can't throw 
away that possibility either." 

"Yeah, the Late Queen Problem. How nostalgic. I told you about it about 
five years ago, didn't I?" 

"No, I think it was about six months ago." 

"Was it?" 

"We hadn't even met five years ago... Plus, right, even if we forget the 
interests of Mister Author, there could have been someone wanting to stop 
that newest work, the cursed novel, from being published. For instance...if that 
novel was modeled after a real crime and someone thought it was bad to 
reveal the truth about it...so..." 

"Humm. That's very shakai school?." 

Byouinzaka made that remark, even though she likely didn't think so. 

"But then it would be faster to kill the author himself and erase the data." 

"They're inflicting fear directly to the author by killing the people around 
him." 

"That's too roundabout. Well, unlike detective novels, we can't predict 
what real people are thinking and how they will act. In real life, having lovers 
act in eccentric ways is nothing weird...but I don't think that's the case. 


Because according to this Mister Author, the only people who knew of the 


° https://imystery.fandom.com/wiki/Shakai_ Detective Fiction 


book's completion were the two who’ve read it—the two who have killed 
themselves, the wife and the agent." 

"Hmm. ...However, the Mister Author must have been really surprised. I 
bet he didn't foresee a high school girl coming when he made such a request." 

"Apparently Usui handled that side well. He told the Mister Author about 
the murder that happened at school, various other stories, and ones that 
didn't happen." 

Hmm, I nodded. Well, Mr. Girdle Lyas himself might have been grasping 
at straws. And things becoming too public would’ve been a problem too. 
Though that only went if Mr. Girdle Lyas wasn't the culprit himself. 

"So, how did they kill themselves concretely? Was it hanging, jumping off, 
there's all kinds of meaning behind the word 'suicide'." 

"T think that being able to ask that sort of question plainly is one of your 
good points, Samatoki-kun. Well, apparently when his wife killed herself Mr. 
Girdle Lyas hadn't made the correlation with his own novel yet though —the 
wife committed suicide in the bath." 

"The bath?" 

That means...I could think of wrist cutting and the likes. I know that there 
is a method of suicide consisting in cutting one's wrist with a razor blade 
while in the bath water. But I wonder, I feel like I remembered hearing it had 
a pretty high failure rate...does that mean Mr. Girdle Lyas' wife succeeded? 
No, she died as a result, so I guess it counted as a failure? 

"Aah, that's not it, Samatoki-kun." 

Byouinzaka said. 

"It wasn't wrist cutting, but death by drowning." 

"Drowning?" 

"Yes. Well, she didn't really drown so—asphyxiation would be more 
accurate, maybe? Well, either way is fine though—anyway, the wife was 
apparently found in the bath with only the head dipping in the bath water." 

MEW" 


Hold on—that surpasses imagination. What kind of situation and position 
is that? In the first place, can people really die with such a sloppy method? 

"There are even people killing themselves by plunging their heads in 
washing machines, you know. How thoughtless, Samatoki-kun—of course 
people have reflexes working regardless of their will, so it would be difficult 
to die that way while still conscious. That's why they use sleeping medicine." 

"Aaah...so she drank sleeping medicine to make her consciousness hazy 
before plunging her head in the water. Errr... So her entire body wasn't in the 
bath, right?" 

"Yes. She was sitting next to the tub and extended her head in the water, 
as if to peep in. With her clothes still on—apparently. There is also a suicide 
method consisting of drinking sleeping medicine in mass, though in most 
cases it ends up out of the body after vomitting, so we can say this combined 
technique is the proper way to do things—I would estimate the success rate 
at about 70%. That said, it's still an unusual way of committing suicide." 

She called someone thoughtless then immediately took it back. As 
expected of the specialist of retracting her words. 

"But, Byouinzaka...that suicide seems relatively easy to fake." 

I said, thinking hard. 

"As long as one can make her drink the medicine they only have to plunge 
her head in the bath. That's way more reasonable than crying at some cursed 
novel." 

"Well, that's precisely why it's inexplicable." 

Byouinzaka, having obviously thought about that previously, said so. 

"By the way, the estimated time of death for the wife was during a meeting 
between Mister Author and the agent, when they were outside of the house." 

"So they have a solid alibi, huh." 

I acquiesced, but since I still had problems with it, I immediately followed 
those words with another question. 


"Did you hear that from him directly?" 


"T did. But I wasn't the one to ask. He said it himself without me asking 
anything." 

"That's...suspicious." 

"Kind of. But only the biggest fool wouldn't realise they are being 
suspected in that situation. So we can look at it positively by thinking he 
spared me the effort of asking myself." 

"Well of course, but we can also look at it as him trying to clear the 
suspicions placed on him by saying that himself." 

"Right. Essentially, it's food for thought." 

Byouinzaka said in a cynical tone. 

"But, if you let me speak my personal opinion, having an alibi is more 
suspicious. Let's imagine a proper adult resorting to tricks in order to kill 
someone; as a kid with hope in the future, I don't want to think they couldn't 
even manage to make a single alibi." 

As the conversation was about to reach its climax, we arrived at the 
Madame Tussaud Museum. It was a special building (it was connected to a 
planetarium) so I understood that immediately. In the end, the priority for 
this trip was tourism. The investigation of the case would have to wait for 
later. 

"It looks like we can not only buy a ticket for the Madame Tussaud 
Museum here, but also for the London Eye and the London Dungeon. What 
should we do?" 

"What are the London Eye and London Dungeon?" 

"Why don't you study a little in advance? The London Eye is a recently 
built giant ferris wheel, and the London Dungeon is a horror attraction near 
the London Bridge. It's probably too late today, but if we plan on going there 
tomorrow or the day after it would be cheaper and easier to buy the tickets 
now." 

"Hmm. Well, I'm leaving it to you." 

I have no complaints as long as I can see the Rosetta Stone. Putting it the 


other way, I would follow her no matter where we went. Byouinzaka paid with 


the credit card here, so the clerk was surprised once again. Thinking about it, 
maybe she paid in cash at the Sherlock Holmes Museum because it would be 
the proper conduct in that sacred place? Thinking that way, I wasn't 
convinced. 

We then finally entered the Madame Tussaud Museum. Uwaa, it's pretty 
jammed, I guess it's a popular spot, I thought, but most of it was wax figures. 
I thought they were reading explanations and looking at displayed objects on 
the walls, but no, wax figures in positions easily mistakable for real humans 
were set up on each side of the hall. Some that I thought were humans turned 
out to be figures, and some I thought were figures turned out to be humans. 

"Well, most of the customers are foreigners after all, it makes 
distinguishing them even harder... But this is truly impressive." 

It was partly because their finish was incredibly well-done, but also 
because the same went for their placement and pose. 

"Hey, Byouinzaka. Couldn't those wax figures be used as a mystery trick? 
Like for a switching trick. And after creating yourself an alibi you melt the 
wax and leave no evidence behind." 

"T wonder. I think the wax used for these kinds of figures cannot be melted 
that easily... and also, they are in a solid state under room temperature, so 
there will always be some sort of evidence." 

"Ah, I see." 

"Well, forgetting the figures, wax candles have been used in mysteries for 
along time." 

As she was saying that, Byouinzaka stood next to a (wax figure of a) 
Hollywood star and compared their height. Byouinzaka was small even 
among Japanese people, so she looked even shorter compared to foreigners — 
that gap became much clearer when they were next to each other. It looked 
like an adult and a kid. That said, despite having requested a two-shot with 
Holmes, she didn't even try to take pictures here. How Byouinzaka-like. She 


didn't seem like the type to watch a lot of movies after all. 


"However, it's a little sad that despite the great number of figures, I can't 
see a Single Japanese one." 

"Well, looking at things globally, in the end, Japan is just an island in the 
far East, isn't it? Rather, it's the opposite, how much would Japanese people 
be able to answer when asked about England?" 

"Though you are too ignorant, Samatoki-kun." 

"It's not like I don't know anything, you know. England is Shakespeare's 
country, right?" 

"Nowadays it might be Harry Potter's. There might even be some trips 
going around to the places that appeared in Harry Potter now." 

"Hmm..." 

To be honest, I had yet to read Harry Potter (I missed the timing a little 
bit. To try phrasing it in a similar way to Byouinzaka, I "fell off", "missed the 
train"), but I guess I should try it when I get the occasion, I vaguely thought 
that. 

"Ah right, Byouinzaka. Wasn't Lewis Carroll a British author too?" 

"The author of Alice's Adventures in Wonderland, yes." 

"Yeah that one. The one who inadvertently wrote a novel with a little girl 
as the main character, inadvertently got famous, and got suspected to be a 
lolicon, what a poor guy. ...Good grief, don't write novels inadvertently." 

"It has always been in human nature to search for scandals in famous 
people. Same for mystery authors, they always write stories about people 
getting killed, so they apparently get suspected to be criminals in waiting." 

"They should write novels inadvertently even less." 

But as I thought, the rational Byouinzaka was reliable. Thinking so, I was 
once again relieved. If she got that emotional, even I wouldn't be able to 
follow her. Though the thought that even someone like Byouinzaka had 
things she held dear was charming. However—I could only think that way 
until partway through it. As we were about to reach the second half of the 
Madame Tussaud Museum, Byouinzaka went on rampage again. I don't know 


for what reason, but the Museum had a haunted house-like facility (placed 


abruptly) in it. That area was a dark and narrow pathway where a man looking 
like Frankeinstein was waiting to (pretend to) assault us while raising a 
frightening cry. That reminded me, the guidebook explained that there was 
another spot displaying guillotines and various criminals. 

"Gyaaaah! Gyaah! Gyaaaaaaah!"' 

Byouinzaka raised a pretty not cute scream and crouched down on the 
spot. At that point the person playing the Frankenstein role was more 
confused than her by that sudden change. Even if I called it a haunted house, 
in the end, it was just a Frankeinstein-like person screaming in a loud voice 
inside a museum that basically only displayed wax figures (they must have 
regulations forbidding them from touching customers), but Byouinzaka 
raised a voice even louder than that. 

"T'm not scared I'm not scared I'm not scared! I'm really not scared at all! 
It's the first time in my life I've been so not scared! Trying to scare people 
with that is trifling -GYAAAAAH!" 

"No...Byouinzaka, you're being a bother here..." 

It shouldn't be such a scary facility, people are waiting behind us. There 
are even some ina hurry who go ahead, avoiding us like some sort of bother. 

"Look, let's go." 

As I pulled her hand, 

"D-don't grab me! Who are you!? You won't kill me this easily! As if I'd let 
myself get killed as if I'd let myself get killed as if I'd let myself get killed! I'll 
get my revenge I'll get my revenge I'll get my revenge!" 

"Just how big of a trauma do you have? Look, security will come." 

I forcefully pulled Byouinzaka who was sobbing on the ground to the next 
area. Even though she should have been really light, it felt like pulling a car 
along. When we got to a bright area I could finally calm down...is what I had 
thought, but Byouinzaka's sanity wouldn't return. Rather than ona rampage, 
she was in total panic. The guards might come for real at the rate she's going, 


not as a joke anymore. 


"Byouinzaka, you know... It's hard to say this, but if you lose your 
composure that much for something this cute, what should we do about that 
London Dungeon thing we planned to visit tomorrow or the day after? That 
place is a horror house, no?" 

"Eh? No way? I won't go I won't go I won't go! I don't havea single reason 
forcing me to go there!" 

Byouinzaka shook her head so harshly it seemed like it could tear up at any 
moment. How could she be so weak against adversity? Even though she would 
normally behave so arrogantly about it. 

"You know, I kinda want to. Let's go there please." 

A new character, my bully self, suddenly appeared inside me, suddenly 
pushing me to say that. Even though I didn't want to say it at all. 

"Going all the way to London and not seeing the London Dungeon is 
stupid. Isn’t that right?" 

"No way! I'm not going! I'll die! Ah, no, sorry for screaming, actually, 
sorry for everything I've said, I got it, I got it. Then shall we talk about what I 
should do so that we don't have to visit London Dungeon? We should be able 
to talk it out." 

Byouinzaka said so with a flirtatious expression while grabbing onto my 
slacks. That sight was so different from usual that my heart skipped a beat at 
the gap. 

"Then, if you can ask the same thing while pinching your nipples yourself, 
we don't need to go." 

"L-like this? Like that?" 

Byouinzaka didn't even hesitate. The sight of the arrogant high school girl 
feared as the most talented since the academy's creation or as the lord of the 
infirmary was nowhere to be seen. Byouinzaka's appearance was miserable 
to no end, however, it was still impressive of her to retain her bewitching 
appeal. I see, so that's where her nipples were, I got satisfied on a weird aspect. 
After that, I fooled around making Byouinzaka do various things, then we left 


the Madame Tussaud Museum. 


5 First day of tourism / Afternoon Tea (Around 3PM) 


"Frankenstein isn't the name of the monster but that of the professor who 
created it. So referring to the person acting the part of the monster as 
'Frankenstein' is not correct." 

Byouinzaka explained this while elegantly holding a cup of black tea in her 
hand, as if she was thinking that telling me such conventional trivia would 
erase her blunder from earlier. We took a taxi after leaving the Madame 
Tussaud Museum to a hotel seeming to possess about three more stars than 
the one we were staying at (the kind that would refuse us if we had come in 
plain clothes), and enjoyed some afternoon tea at the teahouse there. 
Apparently British gentlemen can only be considered so by enjoying tea. Well, 
it sounds like a common story, but since I was feeling hungry, it came at the 
right time. On the center of the table stood a three-layered dish adorned with 
sandwiches, scones, and various sweets. I wasn't enough of a gentleman to 
understand the taste of tea (I ordered Darjeeling tea because I remembered 
its name), but the scones were really tasty. 

"It's a wonder...why didn't I bring a camera... I probably won't ever 
encounter another subject of that level. Well, it's not that bad. That image is 
already burnt in my mind." 

"It's service, service. Also, I would have felt sorry for the employee if I 
didn't act a little scared." 

"Even the employee was put off. Won't that attraction be cancelled 
starting tomorrow?" 

"Now now now now, let's stop talking about the past. Nothing good will 
happen by dragging our past out forever." 

Byouinzaka changed the topic forcefully. Normally she would be able to do 
so more naturally, so she must not have entirely calmed down. 

"Anyhow, I'm glad I was able to meet a different KuroneKo-san than 


usual today." 


"Please take care of the new KuroneKo-san too." 

Having apparently finally given in, Byouinzaka took a sandwich while 
nonchalantly spouting this. She stuffed her cheeks vigorously. 

"Right, Samatoki-kun. What should we eat tonight?" 

"Talking about the next meal while eating a sandwich?" 

"No, it's because some restaurants need a reservation, you know." 

"T see. Err...last night we were treated to Chinese food by Mister Author, 
so how about trying some typical English dishes, I'm feeling like trying it 
out." 

"Mmm. A surprisingly hard task." 

"Huh? There's British food, isn't there?" 

"T'll ask you back. Samatoki-kun, what do you think of when I tell you 
‘British food'?" 

Doar 

Ooh. True, I can't come up with anything. 

"Roast beef maybe...also fish and chips? Maybe?" 

"Well, that's about the knowledge of a Japanese person. Samatoki-kun, 
the charm about eating in England is that we can eat food from all over the 
world. French cuisine, Italian cuisine, Chinese cuisine, Thai 
cuisine...naturally, there's Japanese cuisine too." 

"Japanese cuisine? That sounds nice. Should we eat that?" 

"If that's what you wish for. I personally want to keep our home food for 
amore auspicious time though." 

"A more auspicious time?" 

"Frankly, when we get homesick...but 'homesick' is the furthest word 
from an ungrateful son who went to London in secret from his family, I 
guess." 

"You know, weren't you in a pose like that earlier?" 

"Aaaah sorry, I went too far. Let's talk it out." 

Byouinzaka easily lowered her head. It really was worth going all the way 


to London, I obtained an unexpected trump card. Well, that kind of thin card 


would be all used up tomorrow though. As we were conversing, a waiter 
silently approached us and changed the sandwich dish. Since earlier every 
time our cups or a dish got empty, someone would silently come and replace 
them. It's totally different but it made me think of wanko soba”. 

"T don't really mind, but English restaurants don't give out a wet towel, 
huh." 

"It's the same thing as for hotels, the service in Japan is excessive." 

"I'm not especially a Japanese supremacist, but for some reason, I can't 
help but think 'We won!' for every single detail like that." 

"That's probably because you're petty." 

Byouinzaka bluntly told me off. How harsh—rather, fearless. I thought of 
bringing up the same thing as earlier again, but a trump card doesn't mean 
much if not used sporadically. 

"So, about the cursed novel thing." 

"Mm?" 

When I brought up the subject, Byouinzaka raised her face as if she had 
totally forgotten about it. 

"Aah. What is it?" 

"You know—Mister Author's alibi. He said he was in a meeting with the 
agent, right? But you know, that agent dies later on, no? Then how about 
that? They were both in for the wife, but he was killed to seal his mouth?" 

"That's greatly possible." 

"Then—" 

"But agents are like one mind in two bodies with the author. It's doubtful 
to begin with to use the testimony of someone like that to create an alibi. It's 
the same thing as the testimony of close relatives not counting. Shouldn't we 
think that other people were attending this meeting too, but the Mister 
Author simply didn't mention them?" 

"Well—"! 


10 A speciality from Iwate where you are served many small servings of soba. 


That would be reasonable I guess. 

"Umm. The story is so simple I can't seem to find where to start breaking 
that alibi apart. It feels like grasping at fog." 

Byouinzaka said so while scratching her head with her index. 

"So simple to understand we inversely can't understand." 

"Tf you start saying things like that you'll end up surrounded on all sides 
by things you don't understand. How will you survive that?" 

"You have a point." 

Byouinzaka surprisingly agreed without arguing against me. 

"So I guess it's a simple suicide." 

"...However, hearing that story, that means the wife read that newest 
work before that agent, the one in a symbiotic relationship?" 

"Let me see. If we are to trust the Mister Author, he had a habit; when 
finishing writing a newest work, he first let his beloved wife read it before 
polishing it." 

"So the first reader was always the wife. Makes me jealous." 

"Apparently there are lots of authors like that around the world. Some are 
of the mind that the opinion of close people shouldn't be trusted, but because 
of how close they are, they can deliver unreserved impressions. In the same 
Way you gave your impressions of my novel, Samatoki- kun." 

"T still think I held back, you know." 

"Really? Well, if you so choose to write the sequel to it, I would, with your 
sake in mind, deliver my unreserved impressions on it." 

"Though me writing it would mean exposing your disgraceful behavior in 
detail to the world, Byouinzaka." 

"T would thoroughly reject that part." 

"What a tyrant..." 

Well, that means —what the agent read was the polished version. Meaning 
the curse had the same effect before and after being polished... No, no. What 


was I doing taking that curse thing seriously? 


"By the way, Byouinzaka—not just for this case, in general, do you believe 
in the existence of things like curses? Magic and all that?" 

"There's no way I would. You can explain all of that with psychiatry." 

"But you were quite panicked earlier at the Madame Tussaud Museum, 
weren't you? Is that really the reaction of someone not believing in curses?" 

"That was obviously a physical person. A tall person came to attack me 
while screaming. Of course I would get spooked—well, not like I was in the 
slightest, though." 

"That reminds me, you once told me that you didn't believe in ghosts. And 
that you didn't even believe in living people. Ah, no, you didn't say that, did 
you? It was something written inside the novel." 

"Right. But that wasn't reallya lie, I don't trust in people who cannot think 
rationally. Supernatural phenomena are merely products born from the 
discriminative minds of ancient eras. Also, in the first place, if ghosts really 
existed," 

Byouinzaka said in a cold tone. 

"There wouldn't be any benefit to killing anyone, would there?" 

"...Well, I think of myself as a logical person too. So you can trust me 
without any trouble." 

The atmosphere seemed about to turn into one too disturbing for 
afternoon tea, so I purposely said that in a carefree tone to relax the mood. 

"Samatoki-kun." 

It seemed my intention got through to her, as Byouinzaka relaxed her tone 
and said anew. 

"Let's hypothesize that—we admit the existence of the curse as a single 
component of the story. However, that curse must have a cause, right? No 
curse is born from thin air. If we imagine the newest work of Mister Author to 
be a cursed novel, what do you think is the source of that curse?" 

"No, that's—" 

Not believing in the curse itself, I hadn't thought that far in. 


"_J wonder? Was Mister Author resented or envied by someone?" 


"No living person arouses the hatred or jealousy of no one, but when it 
comes to a hatred or jealousy strong enough to give birth to a curse, I 
wonder." 

"Certainly. Even I don't know of a way to become this hated, after all." 

"T wonder who is saying that." 

Byouinzaka reacted coldly to the words I pronounced after looking back 
on my life. It was vexing, but no need to stir trouble for myself, I’d just suck 
it up here. 

"What did Mister Author say about that?" 

"No, I hadn't thought that far. That's why I'm thinking of using that to 
persuade him. If there is no reason to be cursed, you won't get cursed. Quite 
evident, no?" 

"Obviously." 

This conversation calmly and easily saw words like "casualties" or 
"curse" being exchanged, which probably wasn't fit either for afternoon tea, 
but we were in an English environment so I was calm. No matter what we said 
(apart from English loan words) neither the clients nor the waiters around us 
would understand. Well, even in Japan, almost no one listens to the 
conversations going on at adjacent tables though. 

"The inexplicable suicides followed one another only by coincidence. All I 
can do is satisfy him with that. After all, if I'm going against a curse, there is 
no way to demonstrate anything." 

"Except if you can demonstrate the crimes of Mister Author." 

"Well that's true. Fabrication of alibi, huh...want to try hypothesising with 
that wax statue trick you were talking about, Samatoki-kun?" 

"Don't go citing what people carelessly said as a joke." 

Don't do something that vile. 

However, ignoring my complaints, Byouinzaka continued. She had 
apparently retrieved her usual behavior before I knew it. 

"The Mister Author who was at a meeting with his agent and other 


collaborators was, in fact, a wax statue. The real author was home at that 


time, made his wife drink the sleeping medicine, and plunged the head of her 
sleeping self inside the bathtub. And when things were over, the wax statue 
was melted and disposed of as wax." 

"Hey hey, you can't melt wax figures that easily. Also they're solid at room 
temperature, so it'll leave some evidence no matter what." 

Byouinzaka talked in a joking tone, so I inserted a remark in the same 
mood. Well, this was merely some light banter. 

"Exactly. Unlike ice." 

Byouinzaka said so while giggling. She was completely like always—I 
couldn't deny the lack of consideration she displayed in talking about 
people's deaths this pleasantly, but well, I could forgive this much. It was just 
a thought experiment. 

"Then let's go with an ice statue—" 

Seeing Byouinzaka going even further in, 

However, Byouinzaka shoved the palm of her hand on my face, forcing me 
to go silent. Looking at her in surprise, her cheerful expression had 
completely changed. She closed her eyes and straightened her lips. She had 
changed to a serious expression. What could it be, was she going to blame me 
for being indiscrete despite having both partook in the conversation? No, if 
that was what it took to satisfy her, I would suck it up once again. As I thought 
that, 

"Right. It's ice." 

Byouinzaka said, still bearing the same expression. 

"Yes—I got it. I understood too well." 

"Huhe" 

"Samatoki-kun, this is your feat. It's thanks to you that I finally 
understand what I had previously understood too well to understand. What, 
so it was something so simple? As I thought, the curse doesn't exist. 
Therefore—there is something to be gained by killing people." 


"_..What are you saying, Byouinzaka?" 


I unconsciously asked Byouinzaka in the tone of someone searching for 
explanations, understanding nothing myself. I could read her so little I even 
felt like her rampaging in the Sherlock Holmes Museum or in the Madame 
Tussaud Museum wasn't as bad. 

"Right." 

Byouinzaka showed a bright smile. My current self couldn't find that smile 
charming. 

"Then shall we begin the puzzle solving based on rational thinking? Let's 


designate the author residing in London, Mr. Girdle Lyas, as the culprit." 


6 First day of tourism / Afternoon Tea (Around 4PM) 


"Of course, as you have deduced, Samatoki-kun, my conclusion isn't of 
the sort that would even surprise a British person, like that the culprit used 
an ice statue instead of a wax one. A debate would be necessary to conclude 
on which would be more difficult to create between a wax and an ice figure, 
however, no human in history has ever mistook an ice statue for areal person. 
No culprit would ever think of using ice statues as a stand-in. 

"No, how rude of myself, I understand that you said that as a joke—just, 
that doesn't change that those words served as the trigger and as hints to 
reach the truth, Samatoki-kun. This is my personal opinion, but the most 
obvious common point between wax and ice is that, with temperature, they 
melt. We can even say there isn't anything else—however, thinking about it, 
Samatoki-kun, that isn't only common between ice and wax, but to every 
matter existing in this world. Every matter goes through a solid, liquid, and 
gaseous state depending on temperature. 

"Now, at this point, Samatoki-kun, we can even say that ice and wax have 
nothing in common in this aspect —I mean, isn't that right? When observing 
the changes between solid, liquid, and gaseous state, ice—water, in other 
words H,0, is by all means an abnormal matter. Right, we learned that in 
middle school chemistry. Normally, when matter goes from solid to liquid 
state, or from liquid state to gaseous state—and needless to say, when going 
directly from solid to gaseous, that matter's volume increases without its 
mass changing. That's a basic rule—however, that doesn't apply to H.0. 
When it goes from a solid to a liquid state, in other words from ice to water, 
the volume actually decreases. Though when it goes from liquid to gaseous, 
it obviously gains in volume. Matters possessing this nature are exceedingly 
rare. 

"Of course, you knew about something so common, Samatoki-kun, so I 


said it just in case. That was for the prerequisite knowledge, now let's enter 


the main topic. Unlike wax, ice melts at room temperature. Even primary 
schoolers know that. Then there's no way we wouldn't use that. 

"No no, as I said, no ice figure was used—we already have a lot of water 
appearing in this case, right? Exactly, what served as a direct cause of death 
for the Mister Author's wife, the water accumulated in the bathtub. 

"For example, let's imagine something. Let's say that the water inside the 
tub wasn't water at first but a block of ice. You cannot drown or suffocate 
with ice. After having made her drink the medicine, the culprit made her sit 
next to the bathtub, and placed her head on the block of ice in the tub. 

"Naturally, the ice will eventually melt and turn into water. With that she 
will either drown or suffocate—after all, it will take a considerable time 
before turning from ice to water. The culprit can calculate the time by which 
the victim would die—anyone can calculate the amount of time a block of ice 
takes to melt given enough time—hold a meeting or whatever at that time, 
and thus create themselves an alibi. 

"No need to look at me like that, Samatoki-kun—having a block of ice in 
the bathtub was merely an example. I said 'for example,' didn't I? Also that 
huge amount of ice wouldn't melt that quickly. The effect of the medicine 
would run out first and the victim would wake up. Then we wouldn't get 
anywhere, there wouldn't even be a trick. 

"There returns what I told you earlier —that, with the same mass, ice is 
more voluminous than water. Samatoki-kun, how would you interpret that? 
It's nothing to put airs on about, simply that ‘ice floats on water'—I want to 
say we can get there. Aren't I right? If the density of water is 1, the density of 
ice, something of the same mass with a bigger volume, would inevitably be 
lower than 1. To be more precise, water has a relative density of around 1 and 
ice of 0.917. 

"Therefore, the culprit can start by putting normal water in the bathtub. 
Then on top of that—they can put a plank of ice. No need to turn it all into 


ice, just a part is fine. Well, it might be easier to imagine by visualising 


Japanese smelt fishing". Even if I talked about a plank, no need to make 
something incredibly thick, only a few centimetres thick is enough. 
Something this thin, and furthermore, exposed to room temperature water, 
should be speedy enough to melt. It doesn't change that the head will fall in 
the water once the water melts sufficiently, but what changes is that there is 
now no fear of the victim waking up before everything completely melts. 

"Then, once the plank has melted, it will turn into the same type of water 
as there always was and no evidence will be left. After all, water in a liquid 
state under room temperature differs from wax in a solid state under room 
temperature. 

"Even if ice floats on water, if the victim's head rests on it, won't it get 
heavier and sink, you ask? No, that's why it's a plank of water. Do you know 
why ski planks don't sink in snow? It's because one's weight is scattered over 
such a vast surface. It doesn't sink because the weight of each singular area is 
small. It's the same logic as to why ice doesn't sink in water —in other words, 
with a large plank, the weight of a human's head would be scattered over the 
whole surface of the bathtub's water. 

"Now, if we chose that method, the crime would have been possible for 
anyone—is what you might think, however, since the location is Mister 
Author's house, that won't do. Filling the entire bathtub with a block of ice 
would be one thing, but making something as intricate as a plank specifically 
adapted to the tub in question would prove difficult, except if it was your own 
tub. Thus, the culprit can only be Mister Author, in other words, Mr. Girdle 
Lyas. On that note, it's Q.E.D—no, there are words more fitting to conclude 


the present day. Do you have any questions, Watson-kun?" 


‘1 Japanese pond smelt, also known as wakasagi or hypomesus nipponensis, are a fish in Hokkaido 
(the cold part of Japan). It is usually caught with the "hole in the ice" method that is common to other 
snowy regions. 
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1 Second day of tourism / Greg Hotel Room 501 (Around 9AM) 


I (Byouinzaka Kuroneko) had finished reading the manuscript I was 
handed. I then said, 

"Well, you know, there's a lot of things I want to point out...so many that 
I'm hesitating over which to begin with, but let me see. First, to clear the 
name of my beloved friend, I shall begin with the criticism." 

I pointed at him, sitting on the narrow bed, facing me and innocently 
enjoying my impressions. That action of mine even had the intent of piercing 
through him. 

"You're not Hitsuuchi Samatoki-kun, are you?" 

"Indeed." 

He nodded. 

Without showing any remorse. 

"_..You are Kushinaka Choushi-kun, right?" 

"Indeed." 

He nodded. 

Without showing any remorse. 

The man before my eyes—no, he was wearing a girl's uniform, so at first 
glance, he would seem to be a girl, but he was without a doubt a boy— 
Kushinaka Choushi-kun, the first year middle schooler, nodded without 
showing any remorse. Seeing that overly innocent smile, I got the urge to use 
that finger pointed in his direction and thrust his eyes, mouth, just about any 
soft organs I could, but being the older girl here, I made use of great restraint 
and showed patience. 

"...Showing up at the airport with a tiny second bag, going on a trip to 
London in secret to his family, trying to get through the immigration 
inspection with Japanese, forgetting the name of the hotel we're staying at, 


pinching my nipples at the Sherlock Holmes Museum, enjoying making me 


do poses at the Madame Tussaud Museum, allllll of that was your doing, 
wasn't it?" 

"Indeed." 

"Why are you constantly trying to pin your sins onto other people?" 

Furthermore, on my beloved, and practically only friend. Choushi-kun 
reciprocated the smile I made great efforts to maintain by showing a natural 
smile. Looking at him like that, he really looked like a sinless child. However, 
he was filled to the brim with sins —moreover, he tried to push those onto my 
friend. 

"No, but you see, didn't you say so too, KuroneKo-san:? It's not like your 
friend, that Hitsuuchi-san person, is going to read it anyway, so setting you 
aside, Hitsuuchi-san has, like that monk sitting next to us in the airplane, no 
influence whatsoever in my life." 

"Choushi-kun. That's a line you made me pronounce yourself inside this 
novel, right? I have not said any such thing, I haven't written any novel, and 
even if I had hypothetically written one, I would never make a stranger appear 
in it to brutally kill them. I have enough common sense for that." 

I gave the manuscript —I mean, the phone on which it was displayed—to 
Choushi-kun. Inside the novel, my beloved friend, Samatoki-kun, was made 
to have left his phone at home, but in reality, he, Choushi-kun, had properly 
brought a roaming phone on this trip to London, like a modern kid. For 
chargers, he even brought the adapter with three horizontal lines, so he left 
nothing unplanned. Last night, I saw him awfully busy typing on his phone 
and wondered what he was up to, but I never imagined he would be writing 
such a stupid novel. 

"In the first place, why am I or Samatoki-kun used as the narrators? If 
you're only writing for fun, I won't tell you to get the authorisation for every 
little thing, but normally you would choose yourself to be the narrator, 
wouldn't you? Wouldn't that be way easier to write?" 

"No, you see, making myself appear in a novel is kind of embarrassing. Of 


course, as the narrator, but that also goes for being a travelling companion. 


Because I see myself as a mob character not even worthy of being a side 
character in the story. Merely serving as background for Byouinzaka-senpai 
or you, KuroneKo-san." 

Choushi-kun said so while making an expression adorned with a shy 
smile. The 'Byouinzaka-senpai" Choushi- kun was talking about here is my 
cousin, Byouinzaka Meiro-chan. He was her junior. 

"To the point I don't even think of myself to be worthy of accompanying 
you on this trip, you see. That's why, at least in the fictional world, I wanted 
you to enjoy it not with me, but with that friend of yours I keep hearing about, 
Hitsuuchi-san." 

see 

As always, his arguments were oscillating between making sense and 
making absolutely no sense, constantly betraying your expectations. I 
thought I had seen all sorts of people in the infirmary of Outouin Academy I 
attended, but this boy, Kushinaka Choushi, was of an outstanding rarity. 

You come off as mysterious and attractive, KuroneKo-san. That's why I 
first wanted to investigate that area and made you the first narrator. But 
when I thoughtlessly wrote that murder in the plane, I was forced to go back 
to the airport, you see. But there would be no plot with that, so I made it bea 
story within a story. That was a good stopping point too, so I thought it was 
perfect. I then thought of becoming your best friend, Hitsuuchi-san. Well, he 
is basically that kind of person, no?" 

"Well, you certainly were on the mark for Samatoki-kun's 
depiction...however, his conduct was that of the pervert Choushi-kun, so it 
still felt out of place." 

"Oh please, calling me a pervert. I'm not really crossdressing because I 
want to." 

"You are wearing that girl uniform of your own free will, no matter how I 
look at it. Really, I can't believe you passed the immigration inspection like 
that. Ah right, I thought about saying this, but I think even Samatoki-kun 


knows what a black card is." 


"Ah, is that so? So he's not an idiot." 

"Did you just call my best friend an idiot?" 

"Not at all, I said he isn't one." 

"...For my depiction, well, I guess you get a passing grade for the interior 
and exterior aspects." 

Because I indeed went on a rampage at the Sherlock Holmes and Madame 
Tussaud Museums, as was written in this novel. A part of me felt like cursing 
him for writing down such an embarrassing episode of mine, but it would be 
childish to do so. I swear, dealing with a child five years younger than yourself 
was really mentally exhausting. By the way, Choushi-kun had (unlike 
Samatoki-kun in the novel) a phone, meaning he took pictures of my 
deranged state, but that didn't bother me much. Unfortunately for him, 
something of this level wasn't enough to take advantage of me. Not to 
mention I had exposed Samatoki-kun to a much more shameful behavior of 
mine. 

"But I have a few points I wish you would correct your views on regarding 
the character that is Byouinzaka Kuroneko— first, the last line of chapter two. 
'Do you have any questions, Watson-kun?' That's a no-go. It's a big no. I 
would never say something like that, even if you were to rip my mouth apart." 

"Eh? Really? I thought it was cool though—I tried making you, the object 
of my admiration, say the coolest line I could think of." 

"IT don't mind saying it if you give me a million yen." 

"A million, huh." 

Choushi-kun curled his lips downward, looking dissatisfied. No 
expressions match better with him than pouting. I don't have any fetishes 
involving young boys, but if such a person were to see him, they wouldn't be 
able to bear it. And since he was crossdressing, it might unexpectedly work 
on men too. 

"So you properly behave like a middle schooler when it comes to that, 
Choushi-kun. Well, this one might just have been a problem of preference — 


there is one more. This one is common to both chapters, but when giving out 


the solution, Iam not a fan of detectives saying things like 'Did you not realise 
something so simple?’ or 'To think the answer was so simple'." 

"Really?" 

"T don't think they can be permitted to talk like that when they hadn't 
figured it out until just moments before. It's a little different, but it's like 
readers saying 'That trick is way too easy' when they couldn't figure it out 
until they finished reading the book." 

"Does it? Is it as similar as 'Don't come near me!' and 'Don't call 
Shirley!'?" 

"Huhe" 

Don't come near me! 

Don't call Shirley! 

Aah, they do sound similar! 

"...Still, Choushi-kun, I didn't know you could type that much in a single 
night—that honestly impresses me. Rather, that's the most praiseworthy 
point." 

"Having my writing speed be praised doesn't make me happy though." 

"T don't have a cell phone, so I don't really know how that works, but can 
all middle schoolers type that fast nowadays?" 

"Who knows...I'm actually on the slower side. I saw Fuyako-san type 
incredibly fast some time ago. But phone novels are pretty common now. If 
professionals cannot follow the pace, they will be left behind, won't they?" 

" ,.Cchoushi-kun. Phone novels are novels read on phones, not necessarily 
novels written on phones, you know?" 

"Eh? Really?" 

Surprise! Choushi-kun made such an easy to understand reaction—why 
did this boy's reactions all feel like lies through and through? I wonder why. 
Was that his nature? Jeez. 

"Although among young writers, not just for phone novels, some first 


write on their phone before transcripting it onto a word processor—I have to 


admit the utility of phones as a writing tool. So, in the first place. Why did you 
write that novel, Choushi-kun?" 

"There's no real reason." 

He said so. That line fit this boy the most. There's no real reason. There's 
no real reason. There's no real reason. There's no real reason. That sentence 
felt like it was created solely to be used by that boy. 

"It's just that you were so attractive in your sleep that I might have 
assaulted you if I wasn't careful. Your chest rose and fell at your every breath, 
it was hard not to get too turned on. I had to write that novel as a diversion. 
We came all the way to London to meet that Mister Author, doesn't that make 
you feel like doing it yourself?" 

Doesn't that make you feel like doing it yourself—that too, was a perfect fit 
for this boy. There's no real reason, I just felt like doing it. The worst combo. 

"T'm glad you keep calling me attractive since earlier —but Choushi-kun, 
don't you have a truly attractive girlfriend in, how was she called, Douno 
Kurori-san? Aren't you going out with her now?" 

"Yes." 

Choushi-kun nodded. 

"Rori-senpai is presently undergoing an experience to see how lewd 
someone can be while still being a virgin. So I basically don't do anything to 
her." 

Choushi-kun said so with an angelic smile. Exactly, this boy was 
fundamentally a fiendish man. Meiro-chan, too, went through a horrible 
experience because of him recently. Kushinaka Choushi, it would spell big 
trouble if this thirteen-year-old boy became an adult as is. I must properly 
guide him as Meiro-chan's cousin. 

"But I recently got bored of that experiment, you see. So I've been having 
fun trying to make all of my classmates have the same score on tests." 


"H-how can you make that happen?" 


I asked back instinctively. Choushi-kun simply answered "Nonchalantly 
helping with their studies, nonchalantly hindering their studies, that kind of 
thing," without putting on airs. 

Isn't he the spawn of Satan? 

He might have been too much to handle, not just for Meiro-chan but me 
too. 

"... Then you might as well have assaulted me. I wouldn't mind it if it were 
you, you know?" 

"Ah, no thanks, I'll pass. The thing about being about to assault you was a 
lie." 

Choushi-kun immediately turned red and took back his previous 
comment when I teased him. This purity was truly that of a first-year middle 
schooler, and furthermore, it seemed we were both weak against adversity. 

Returning to the main topic. 

"So, to talk about the mysteries..." 

I wanted to rebuke him for making the mystery of the first chapter, the 
one I allegedly wrote myself, so lame, but again, doing that would be childish. 
But there was something I wanted to comment on regarding the second 
chapter's trick. 

"Using an ice-related trick in this twenty-first century takes quite a lot of 
courage, Choushi-kun." 

"Tam humbled by your high praises." 

Choushi-kun's face looked like he was seriously grateful, as if sarcasm 
didn't get through him. This uneven aspect of him was what threw me off the 
most. 

"However, if you write it like that, the readers will understand that the 
head was directly laid on the ice, but wouldn't that result in a frostbite?" 

"Would it?" 

"Even if a frostbite is exaggerated I think it would be found out during the 
autopsy. After all, the internal temperature goes down when touching ice." 


"Hmm." 


Even when I told him about a hole in his trick, Choushi-kun didn't seem 
to have any remorse. It kind of felt like no matter what I told him, it would be 
a waste of effort. 

"So you should have made it so that there was a thick bath towel between 
the head and the ice plank. When the ice melts, the towel would absorb water 
and eventually sink to the bottom." 

"But wouldn't that leave evidence?" 

"How would a bath towel at the bottom of a bathtub inside a bathroom 
constitute any form of evidence?" 

Melting, evaporating, water increasing in volume when turning into ice, 
and all that was said to be taught during middle school in the novel, soI guess 
Choushi-kun wrote it gathering all the knowledge he had of what he was 
currently studying. Well, I had to say his enthusiasm here was charming. But 
it remained something written in a night, so the details were flawed. In the 
first place, I felt like the premise of the trick, 'making her drink sleeping 
medicine,' was relatively complex to set up. Not to mention the culprit would 
be immediately found out through the way the medicine was obtained—well, 
going that far wouldn't just be childish but straight up insensitive. 

"However, I cannot say I'm happy that not only you made Samatoki-kun 
appear without permission, but also that you killed Mister Author's wife in 
such a way." 

I said. 

"T thought I properly told you that Mister Author's wife died in a normal 
traffic accident." 

"Fiction is free. Didn't you do the same thing yourself, KuroneKo-san?" 

"As I said, that was something you wrote yourself in your novel. Anyhow, 
if you intend on writing more of this story, be careful around these parts. 
Also, today I was planning for us to go to the British Museum you so wanted 
to visit." 

"No thanks, it's as you said, KuroneKo-san, novels are to be read and not 


to be written." 


"T didn't say that either." 

"Ah, right. You took back those words later, didn't you?" 

"Wrong. Even me taking back those words was a fictional work of yours. 
Aah, geez, it's complicated. Even I’m starting to feel like I actually wrote that 
first chapter." 

"If I were to write more, I would likely return to your point of view— 
making the second chapter a story within a story too. It's more fun writing 
from your perspective than Hitsuuchi-san's." 

"Because you can reset the case by making it a story within a story, right? 
Ican accept that in itself, however, Choushi-kun, are you really not planning 
on making yourself appear?" 

"Yes. After all, 1am Kuroneko." 

Choushi-kun grinned. I had not directly met her, but apparently that 
smile of his was a spitting image of his sister's. 

"But I don't have any plans to write more now. I got bored. If you want, 
why not actually write it yourself, KuroneKo-san? I want to read that, a first 
person novel by you." 

Choushi-kun stood up from the bed and headed to the bathroom. Maybe 
to rinse his face. All in all, he was really anticipating this visit to the British 
Museum. He said, as if it were some kind of side note: "It must be fun to, 
unlike my first and second chapter, write without having to think about a 
trick." 

"After all, for the third chapter, there's nothing to think about, the trick 
already exists. If remember correctly, it was a creation of mine that the wife 
killed herself. Her real cause of death was a simple traffic accident —but the 
agent, he really committed suicide, and furthermore, that suicide is 


definitely an inexplicable one." 


2 Second day of tourism / Moving (Around 10AM) 


Naturally, for this trip to London, I had first thought of Samatoki-kun— 
my classmate Hitsuuchi Samatoki-kun. With going alone being out of the 
question, the first travel partner to come up in my mind was Samatoki-kun. 
But, unlike the delusional novel written by Kushinaka Choushi-kun, my real 
self knew how to behave with common sense. I was not crazy enough to take 
my precious friend on an overseas trip right before or after the Center Test, 
or this whole important period where everyone is anticipating the university 
entry exams. He was busy working extremely hard for the upcoming final 
exams. Samatoki-kun was fundamentally a hard worker. So, having this job 
pushed on me by Usui, I thought it would be a good occasion to educate 
Kushinaka Choushi-kun, who had burdened another member of my family, 
Meiro-chan, his senior. On my first meeting with him—about one month 
ago, late last year—I thought I had kicked his butt pretty well, but he didn't 
seem to answer when I called him at the start of the year, which surprised me. 
"What, so he isn't a monster?" I was quite confused. Having a natural-born 
meddling personality, and being very kind, I was convinced things shouldn't 
stay that way. I had no plans of ever meeting him again, I didn't ever want to 
meet him again, but I cannot really change my personality. 

Kushinaka Choushi. A first year in the nationally famous Kazusaen 
Academy. Thirteen-year-old. Crossdresser. His hobby was to tamper with 
other people's lives—and to observe that. If I had to state his characteristics, 
that would be about it, however, he carried an abnormality that couldn’t be 
explained with words. Not being able to explain it with words meant that I 
couldn't explain anything. In reality, as far as I could tell with the information 
I gathered through the KuroneKo Network, he was a banal human. That 
didn’t showcase his potential in the slightest. Meiro-chan likely became 
close to Choushi-kun due to her usual intellectual curiosity—she probably 


did so while being conscious of the fact that she was being tampered with and 


observed—but that resulted in her receiving severe retaliation. Well, Meiro- 
chan was competent, but unlike Usui or I, she lacked craftiness. She was 
surely too inexperienced to deal with the real deal. 

"Tanaka Yoshiki-sensei's Legend of the Dragon Kings’ tenth volume is set 
in London. I think that's where I learnt of the existence of the British 
Museum. Ever since, I've been burning with the desire to go there, you see." 

Inside the taxi. 

Choushi-kun said so while fidgeting with his game console, a Nintendo 
DS. I was surprised he even had this thing in that tiny pouch. 

",..choushi-kun, that DS has a pretty weird design." 

The DS I knew looks like a rectangular box with a compact design a girl 
would use, but the one Choushi-kun was holding was silver-colored and felt 
more SF than DS. 

"Yes, this one isn't a lite model." 

Choushi-kun said. 

"Ahaha, the difference between light novels and simple novels might be 
the same as between the DS lite and the unlabeled DS. You know, I like new 
things, don't I? But they keep coming out with new designs that are more and 
more ergonomic. That's always where I fail, you see. I get impatient and fail. 
But well, that's building up experience. 

By the way, Choushi-kun was not playing a game. He had inserted a 
software called London Tourism Guide in the DS' game slot and was reading 
information about the British Museum. Recent technology has made quite 
some progress, like being able to write novels on phones, or checking a 
tourism map ona DS. 

"_..Everything completely changed compared to five years ago." 

"Five years? What about it?" 

"Nothing, but you were right to not give Samatoki-kun a DS ora phone in 
order to keep in line with his personality." 

"Oh. Here is your special retracting your words move." 


"As I said, that's something you made up." 


"But really, even from my perspective, it's impressive. The map is 
displayed and just by tapping with the pencil, it computes the path to our 
destination of choice and the time it would take to get there by traffic. For 
example, the distance from our current position to the British Museum is four 
kilometers, and by taxi...by car, we will get there in five minutes." 

What a convenient world. However, Choushi-kun, sorry to break this to 
you, but we won't arrive there in five minutes. Didn't I tell you? Downtown 
London has a lot of one-way roads. You cannot get the correct result by 
calculating the shortest path." 

"Huh? Wasn't that something I wrote myself in the novel?" 

"You only used it because I told you previously." 

"Ahaha. I told you, that's always what happens." 

Choushi-kun laughed cheerfully in a way fitting his age. 

"T always get impatient and fail." 

"... However, forgetting Samatoki-kun, it's a little surprising for you to be 
so fervent about the British Museum. I too have read Legend of the Dragon 
Kings. The third son's hobby was visiting museums, if I remember correctly. 
Are you of the same breed as him? Then there are many museums I can 
recommend to you in London. After all, this city could even be called the City 
of Museums." 

"No, didn't I write it inside the novel—borrowing Hitsuuchi-san's voice? 
I only want to see the Rosetta Stone. I don't care about the rest." 

ee 

"What does that face mean? Are you blaming me, thinking 'This 
uneducated kid dared coming all the way to London despite having no 
interest in museums?'?" 

No, my face didn't say that much. This kid surprisingly had a persecution 
complex. 

"But, are you really not interested in the other things? Why are you that 


obsessed with the Rosetta Stone?" 


"Because it's wonderful, isn't it? That word alone is all it needs. Ever since 
I learned about it in history class, I wanted to see it with my own eyes at least 
once— and if you let me express an extreme opinion, I don't want the British 
Museum to display anything other than the Rosetta Stone." 

"That's really extreme..." 

Did he have no sense of cultural value? 

"TI didn't agree with you, okay? If you ever write the sequel to your novel, 
this time base it on true facts." 

"As I said, I won't do it. ...No novel can amount in worth to what a single 
letter of the Rosetta Stone contributes to. For example, KuroneKo-san, you 
are bilingual, aren't you? You can use both Japanese and English. That's 
certainly impressive, but...—but, do you think you would be able to master 
two languages without the translation process of our ancestors? The process 
of connecting two languages is—without exaggerating—what connects the 
world together. It connects people together." 

Choushi-kun surprisingly said something sensical. This was an 
unthinkable argument from someone who cleared the imigration inspection 
with only Japanese. However, perhaps he could comprehend the greatness of 
the Rosetta Stone only because of how he was. 

"Tf you can speak English, you can make friends all over the world,' is it?" 

"Yes. Look, you might even be able to become friends with the kid walking 
over there. Still, foreigner children are criminally cute, aren't they?" 

Choushi-kun said so (with a grin) while gazing outside the window. Your 
expression is what's criminal here, is what I thought, but since I didn't know 
what would stimulate him, I decided to refrain from making dangerous 
remarks during dangerous conversations. 

"But don't you think every foreigner looks the same? I wonder why?" 

"Because you're not used to it. Didn't I say so yesterday? The wax figures 
in the Madame Tussaud Museum only looked so real to us because they were 
only composed of westerners. And westerners, too, apparently have 


problems distinguishing between Asian people. Putting it another way, you 


can distinguish anything you are accustomed to. It's easy for parents to tell 
their twins apart." 

"Ts it like the ability to differentiate between male and female chicks?" 

"It's completely different." 

Well. 

I, too, wanted to see the Rosetta Stone, so I didn't have to confront 
Choushi-kun on that point. This wasn't written in his novel, but we had some 
disagreements on our tourism route up to now. At least I wouldn't need to tire 
myself out today. 

"The agent..." 

"Mme" 

"No, about Mister Author's agent—that he killed himself. The wife was 
killed in a traffic accident, that is nothing but an unfortunate case—but 
maybe the agent's suicide was really due to a curse." 

"If both had committed suicide like you wrote in your novel then that 
might have been a possibility—though in that case, the slogan wouldn't have 
been ‘anyone reading this novel would die,' but 'anyone reading this novel 
would commit suicide.’ However, it's true that the agent's suicide is 
suspicious." 

"KuroneKo-san. I'm a kid so I don't really know, but what kind of job is 
that?" 

"_..Did you really come all this way without knowing that?" 

"I mean, I have a vague idea...but is it any different than being an editor?" 

"Well, being an author's agent is very rare in Japan, after all...it's a bit 
misleading, but essentially, it's like being a manager. Or maybe a producer. 
To put it plainly, his job is to sell the manuscript written by the author to the 
publisher." 

"Therefore, they are one soul in two bodies. Selling their works sounds 
like something authors would be the worst at." 


"Some are good at it, you know." 


In Mister Author—Mr. Girdle Lyas' case, from the little I have talked to 
him, he didn't seem to be that good at it though. Well, that might have been 
due to my lacking English skills, so I cannot really comment on it. My English 
wasn't as great as Samatoki-kun—I mean, Choushi-kun, thought it was. 
This isn't modesty by any means. 

"Then that means the agent killed himself as he was wondering to which 
publisher he would take Mister Author's latest work he had just read. That's 
strange, right?" 

"Greatly so—there is no apparent motive." 

I said. 

"Also—he committed suicide in Mister Author's house, so this cannot 
get any more inexplicable." 

"Not to bring up my novel, but..." 

Choushi-kun lowered his voice. The driver didn't understand Japanese 
(presumably), so there was no need to do that, but well, it was a matter of 
mood. 

"That's unless Mister Author is the culprit—isn't it?" 

"Well—it is a possibility." 

We could say the wife died due to a simple accident. An unfortunate 
accident. A coincidental accident. Well, anything works. However —that was 
coincidentally right after having read Mr. Girdle Lyas' newest work. That's 
when he started to think—if the next person to read it similarly dies right 
afterwards, that would allow me to sell my first-in-three-years books with an 
impactful slogan. 

"But I wonder about that. About him getting the idea of using his wife's 
death that way just because she was the first to have read the novel. Also 
about killing the agent he was in a symbiotic relationship with just for a 
novel. ...Does that ever happen?" 

"Setting aside the murder of the agent, it wouldn't be out of the norm for 
him to have enough vitality to use his wife's death, would it?" 

"...Well, it might not." 


That was such a Choushi-kun-like opinion. Exactly, that was how he 
thought of people's deaths—dead people are, in the end, merely dead people 
and won't ever be anything else. 

I could sadly understand where he came from though. 

It's not worth killing people—that, too, was something I said in Choushi- 
kun's novel. 

"Ah, right. Choushi-kun. Let me criticise one more thing about your 
novel." 

"Eh? Do you still have more to say?" 

"It's true that it wouldn't be worth killing people if ghosts exist— 
however, I don't think it is worth killing people to begin with." 

As the British Museum came into view from the front window—I said, 

"In other words, under extremely restrictive conditions, I support the 
existence of curses and ghosts. Because killing becoming worthwhile—would 
be troubling." 

Hearing my words, Choushi-kun looked at me blankly, unclear whether 
he understood or not what I had said. 

No. 


I was sure that he didn't. 


3 Second day of tourism / British Museum (Around 11AM) 


The British Museum. The world's oldest and biggest national museum. 
Because of its inimaginable size, one or two days wouldn't suffice to properly 
admire all of it. It was so gigantic one could even get lost in it. This place, 
gathering cultural inheritance from all over the world in one spot was, 
putting it another way, a place gathering the whole world's knowledge. Even 
if I weren't going to rampage like in the Sherlock Holmes Museum, I couldn't 
help but have my breath taken away. I didn't know what Samatoki-kun and 
Choushi-kun thought about it, but having a logical way of thinking, myself, I 
saw knowledge with respect and affection. Because it was the opposite of the 
words "to not understand." 

The place where one can understand everything. If we were to hypothesize 
such a place, this British Museum would be the building closest to this idea. 
Well, as it is often said, the majority of the displayed goods were forcefully 
stolen from other countries, so naturally, the entry price was free. But they 
had donation boxes set up here and there, so visitors could generously throw 
in some money. I put in a ten pound bill at the one placed at the entrance. 
Choushi-kun, too, must have been moved by the greatness of this place, 
because in normal circumstances, he would definitely not have given 
anything, but he took out a one thousand yen bill from his purse and donated 
it. ... didn't know if giving Japanese yen was fine, but I was inclined to think 
it was, so I ignored it. Well, in the end, both of us were nothing but two 
humans in front of this gargantuan amount of knowledge. 

But, Choushi-kun only really started to behave admirably a few minutes 
after entering the museum—because in reality, one of the first displayed 
items was the Rosetta Stone in question. 

"Why are they showing the biggest one from the get go..." 

I muttered in despair. As expected, Choushi-kun was rudely crouched 


before the stone, which was probably bigger than he had expected, and had 


started taking pictures of it. Iwanted to show him various things, not just the 
Rosetta Stone, but at this rate, he wouldn't move an inch. I was powerless. 
No, even if I wasn't, it would be impossible for me to move this innocent boy, 
staring at this cold stone plank with sparkling eyes as if he was in a dream, 
away from here. 

"...choushi-kun, I guess you're going to stay here for the whole time, 
right?" 

"Yes." 

He answered so without even turning back. 

"Then...I'm going to take a look over there, I will come back eventually so 
wait here until then, okay?" 

ves: 

"_..Choushi-kun, you like muscular middle-aged men, right?" 

e¥eS:: 

"Will you swear to live your life seriously from now on?" 

"Yes," 

He wasn’t listening. 

I gave up and left the Rosetta Stone's area. Well... for that devilish 
Choushi-kun to look that happy was a heartwarming tale, or was it? Huh? 
Didn't I read this before... Aah, that was Samatoki-kun's (or to be precise, 
Choushi-kun's) impression of me at the Sherlock Holmes Museum. Then it 
went for both of us. As I progressed towards the back, I saw statues and reliefs 
being displayed. A lot of them were lacking their necks or arms. It was likely 
because the most fragile parts broke apart on their own with time; however, 
looking at them like this, it felt like those parts didn't exist to begin with, 
how mysterious. 

Well, I won't be able to see everything here in one day no matter what, so 
I should restrict myself only to what I want to see. I guess the Egyptian 
mummies. Thinking that, I backtracked and climbed the stairs. Midway 
through, I happened to see Choushi-kun, who hadn't moved a millimeter 


from his crouched position in front of the Rosetta Stone, but didn't call out to 


him. Even if Ihad, he wouldn't listen anyway. Arriving at the Egypt area, most 
of the displayed items were a few thousand years old. That was also the case 
for the Rosetta Stone, but once the cultural inheritance reached that level, it 
went above the level of being able to feel history or the like. More than 
inspiration, it made me feel fear. It made me comprehend—it made me 
understand. That, in this world, I am a trivial existence. That I am a particle 
of a fineness extremely difficult to produce. 

I certainly hate things I don't understand. 

And I wish to comprehend everything. 

If there was a place where one could understand everything, I would 
definitely head there—I would head to that place devoid of illogicality and 
irrationality without hesitation. 

I didn't think coming to this museum was a mistake either. 

However. 

It's also true that it was a harsh experience. 

Understanding too much made you not understand—that wasn't one of 
Choushi-kun's creations, but something I really said. 

"Come to think of it, it's common to hear about the mummy’s curse—" 

As Imumbled on my own, I remembered our original objective for coming 
to London. No, my personal original goal was tourism, however, I had a duty 
towards Usui and Mister Author. They let me have this fun vacation in 
London, so I couldn't possibly not repay them back— even if the culprit were 
to be Mister Author himself. I reminded myself of the outline of Mr. Girdle 
Lyas' agent's suicide as I took pictures of the displayed items with my digital 
camera (visitors were mostly free to take pictures whenever they liked). 

He killed himself in the underground storehouse at Mr. Girdle Lyas' 
residence, stabbing a knife through his own chest. Choushi-kun probably 
thought of that first chapter trick when hearing that method of suicide —but 
anyway, it was apparently a near instant death. 

I called it an underground storehouse, but its structure was closer to a 


vault. Mr. Girdle Lyas stored his completed manuscripts, unfinished plot 


ideas, materials, etc...to keep them out of reach for anyone else. Even his 
cherished wife wasn't allowed to go inside—only Mr. Girdle Lyas and the 
agent possessed a key for it. Mr. Girdle Lyas personally guaranteed no spare 
keys existed. 

If that's all there was to it, it would be classified as a weird suicide— 
maybe. A strange suicide in a strange place. You can explain the suicide any 
way you want. Everybody wants to die at some point in their lives. What isn't 
just strange but inexplicable is that—there are traces of the agent having 
spent two days living in that storeroom without committing suicide. 

The storeroom's lock was managed by a computer strictly recording every 
opening and closing. We could know when the door was opened and closed up 
to an extreme precision. And, the last time it was closed was about two days 
prior to the agent's estimated time of death. The door used an auto lock. It 
couldn’t be opened from the inside. So we could imagine someone getting 
inadvertently locked up inside, but we could also be shrewd and say that 
someone trapped the agent in there—however, then, why? If they succeeded 
in locking him up, they didn't need to stab him in the chest —he would have 
died from starvation if they had let him be. Or, depending on the hermeticism 
of the room, possibly from asphyxia. The method of killing someone by 
trapping them ina locked room was pretty common in classic mystery novels. 

The corpse being stabbed somewhere else then moved into the 
storeroom—couldn't possibly be true. That would contradict the data from 
the computer, and with that, there would inevitably have been some vestige 
discovered on the corpse like the lividity or anything. The storeroom that was 
locked two days before the agent's estimated time of death was next opened 
a week later—the first to discover the corpse was Mr. Girdle Lyas. He was the 
only other person able to open it, so that wasn't a surprise. 

During the agent's estimated time of death. 

Mister Author—had an alibi. 

He apparently went on a short trip after having finished polishing and 


giving the agent his newest work. He visited the hometown of his deceased 


wife—something like that. Well, I had no intention of claiming the irrational 
argument that having an alibi was more suspicious than not having one, like 
what was written in Choushi-kun's novel, but I couldn’t deny that the timing 
was too perfect. 

He locked the agent inside the storeroom. Then Mister Author went away. 
Two days later, the agent stabbed his chest and died. Five days later, Mister 
Author came home and opened the room—how about that? The wound must 
give a clear indication on whether he stabbed himself or was stabbed by 
someone else, so if the police said it was a suicide, then it was one. We didn't 
need to consider the possibility of someone else stabbing him to begin with. 
However, couldn't the wound have been disguised to look like he stabbed 
himself? At the very least, Mister Author's behavior would be too inexplicable 
if we didn't consider that possibility. After all—be it starvation or asphyxia, 
the one week period was bizarre. The storeroom was somewhat large, plus we 
heard that humans die after three days without water, but actually, one can 
survive for about two weeks without eating or drinking. If I were the culprit, 
I would have kept it locked for a full month. Since it opened after a week, that 
meant it was absolutely necessary for the agent to be dead by that point — 
which leads us to think Mister Author couldn’t be the culprit. He was simply 
the first to discover the suicide. However, if it was a suicide, he should have 
done it right after entering —I could hardly imagine someone taking two days 
to resolve themselves to take action. And in the first place, setting aside the 
storeroom's other key, did the agent even have the keys to the house? If he 
didn't, then Mister Author was the one to trap him there. 

"He locked the agent inside the storeroom, stabbed him, and disguised the 
wound into that of a suicide from his wife's hometown, a few hundred 
kilometers away —haha. Is that even possible?" 

Aimlessly walking as I thought, I reached the Roman Empire area before 
knowing it. I questioned what I was doing, thinking about such a thing when 


in front of this gigantic passage of time, but held back and continued my train 


of thought. Rather than not understanding, I was simply very confused. I 
couldn't help but think that the pre-established information was wrong. 

If only there weren't those two blank days. 

Icould understand a little better. 

I had the troubling habit of wanting to die when I didn't understand 
something, but actually, this time it was irritating that things weren't 
obscure enough to warrant that. If, inversely, it was refreshingly obscure 
then, I wouldn't mind dying for it. Going down the stairs before me, I once 
again found myself at the Rosetta Stone spot. I wondered if every path of this 
building led to the Rosetta Stone. Choushi-kun was crouched there as always. 
The other visitors might soon start to think of him as an antique statue. 
Titling it Son of the Devil Mimicking an Angel. Though the phone being an 
OOPArt here was sort of a letdown. 

"Choushi-kun. Shall we leave nowe" 

"Please wait. I'm taking a video right now." 

"What are you doing filming something that doesn't move..." 

"Please be quiet. Your voice will be recorded, won't it." 

Like that. 

It looked like I would be able to explore the British Museum for a few more 
hours. At the very least, until the battery of Choushi-kun's phone ran out. He 


was even modern about this. 


4. Second day of tourism / London Eye (Around 2PM) 


Due to various reasons, I will under no conditions go to the London 
Dungeon, but I should go to the other thing we bought tickets for, the London 
Eye. Even if our schedule didn't permit us to go around all of downtown 
London, it would prove advantageous for both Choushi-kun and I to take a 
look at it. 

Its official name was British Airways London Eye. A giant ferris wheel 
taking 30 minutes to make a full loop. The peak was at a dazzling height of 
135 meters. Honestly, seeing a modern, or even futuristic ferris wheel placed 
in the middle of this old and historical town felt unnatural (I assume the local 
inhabitants treated it like how Kyoto inhabitants treat the Kyoto Tower or the 
Kyoto Station), but that only made it a more intriguing tourist spot. Even 
though there were almost no Japanese tourists at Baker Street or the British 
Museum, we could see a few around here. After having our bags inspected and 
passing through the metal detectors (I was left to wonder why such a strict 
inspection was necessary to board a ferris wheel, but let's say this was the 
peaceful way of thinking of an island in the far east) we boarded an egg- 
looking capsule. It seemed we had great timing, since the two of us were able 
to get a capsule seemingly capable of fitting over ten people for ourselves. 

"They say one ought to read lots of books, don't they?" 

Choushi-kun nonchalantly said so while looking down at the Tems River. 

"Parents and teachers all say that, no? 'You should read as many books as 
possible.' But I'm not convinced—rather, I think we should read as few books 
as possible. If Iam to put it another way, I think we should pick what we read 
extremely carefully." 

"What do you mean? That is a fascinating opinion." 

In this ferris wheel, we could admire a 360 degree panorama. I asked 


Choushi-kun that while gazing at the opposite side. 


"I have for sure read over ten thousand books up to now—and I can 
guarantee not a single one of them felt like a negative experience to me." 

"Ten thousand? That's amazing." 

Choushi-kun sounded surprised. Well, infirmary students have a lot of 
free time. 

"But you see—I see the act of reading books as one of challenging your 
values. Books have authors. The authors' values reflect through the books' 
contents. In other words, reading books means incorporating other people's 
values inside yourself." 

"Fumu." 

Then I had over ten thousand "other people's values" stuffed inside me. 
That was quite an interesting way of looking at it. 

"That means the more one reads, the more various senses of values mix 
together. When they mix—naturally, the values become impure." 

"Reading books makes your values polluted—how novel. So, does that 
serve as your excuse for, when visiting the trove of knowledge —the trove of 
values, the British Museum, not looking at anything other than the Rosetta 
Stone?" 

"It would. Sufficiently so." 

As usual, Choushi-kun showed no guilt whatsoever. If I could be honest, I 
thought it would be for the best if Choushi-kun's values were a little more 
impure, but even if I told him that, he would return an ace shot with his 
innocent expression. Well, although he justified it with a middle school -like 
reason, I'm guessing he really didn't look at the other displayed items 
because he didn't want his impression of the Rosetta Stone to be lessened. 
Not fearing his values being diluted but his emotions. 

That said, I didn't lie when I said this way of thinking felt novel. Other 
people's values—putting it another way, other people's feelings. Other 
people's feelings, people's feelings, that was what I understood the least. 
What I loathed the most. Maybe reading books leads to understanding that — 


that might be why I spent my everyday reading as if it was the most normal 


thing to do. That would also be why Samatoki-kun, who was most likely 
doing his best studying at the other side of the planet at this very moment (or 
maybe he was dreaming of spoiling his sister), despite complaining about 
books being too popular or focusing too much on selling, hadn't quit his 
reading hobby he had for a long time— maybe. 

Hmm. 

I shall think about that more thoroughly at a later date. 

"Well, if you're fine with it then that's fine, Choushi-kun. Let's rather 
enjoy this magnificent scenery. We got a discount for having bought the 
tickets as a set, but a loop on this ferris wheel still costs 13 pounds and 50 
pence. Can you believe it?" 

"T am thirteen, so it was half that price for me, wasn't it?" 

"Ah right." 

Well, in the end, since we didn't go to the London Dungeon it ended up 
being an overcharge instead of a discount though. 

"But well, it certainly is magnificent. Totally different from Japanese 
scenery. Over there—is that the London Tower?" 

Choushi-kun pointed at the clock tower on the other side of the Thames 
River. 

"That's Big Ben." 

"Ah, is that so? Then the London Tower would be...I don't see anything 
that would be a tower. Maybe we cannot see it at this height?" 

It looked like this kid thought the London Tower was actually a tower. No, 
apparently it was originally a tower, but now it was one of London's many 
fortresses. I guess he never heard about this. Uwaah, I didn't want to tell 
him...I wanted to leave him mistaken. However, being a fervent big sister 
teacher at heart, I ended up telling him. 

"Seriously?" 

He showed a straight reaction. But I mustn't let myself be fooled by his 


cuteness. 


"Look, on the other side. You can see the Tower Bridge there, right? That 
one looks like two towers. And beyond that is the London Tower." 

"That's the Tower Bridge? Heeh, it reminds me of Kinnikuman." 

"Um? Why is that?" 

"Eh? KuroneKo-san, don't tell me you don't know Robin Mask's secret 
technique?" 

Choushi-kun asked with a blatantly pale face, as if he was wondering what 
kind of life one must have led to not know of Robin Mask's secret technique. 

You know, girls don't know. 

"Setting aside the Tower Bridge, London is reminiscent of Natsume 
Souseki's novel. Have you read it, Choushi- kun?" 

"The Tower of London? Unfortunately, I am uncultured—aah, but if I 
remember correctly, Natsume Souseki studied abroad, didn't he?" 

"He did. I'm impressed you know—apparently Natsume Souseki's 
popularity fell ever since his face stopped being on the banknotes." 

"Hearing popularity in this context sounds like a lewd maid. That's 
exciting, isn't it?" 

"T wondered about that for a while, but your hobbies are way too niche for 
a middle schooler. Maids are relatively common here, but you should better 
not think with your delusional Japanese impressions. Just warning 
you. ... That reminds me, I heard Big Ben's clock is pretty accurate. It's almost 
never off. Every fifteen minutes, it rings a bell to indicate the time to London. 
And—the building beyond it is the Houses of Parliament. That is, the Palace 
of Westminster. Also, I guess we can't tell until taking some elevation, but 
even further beyond that is the Westminster Abbey." 

"Gee, it's natural, but this city really has churches everywhere. It 
unconsciously makes me want to save my data." 

"T get that feeling, but it's not good to think of everything in game terms, 
Choushi-kun." 

"Ah. So you at least know Dragon Quest." 


"At least, yes." 


Not that I was particularly knowledgeable about it. 

"We can visit the interiors too, interested in doing that? I wonder at what 
hour they close...this kind of facility can be detached from the real world, so 
they might close exceptionally early." 

"Should I check on my DS?" 

"Mm..." 

I just scolded him for only talking about games, so maybe I should have 
searched with tourism books, but thinking logically, it was faster to use the 
DS. 

"Then I'm counting on you." 

"Yes ma'am." 

Choushi-kun quickly started working on it. 

"They're open until 7PM. The entrance fee is ten pounds. And since I'ma 
kid, it's seven for me...Ah, if you have an international student ID, it will be 
seven for you as well." 

The ferris wheel finally reached its apex. 135 meters above ground. 
Thinking about it again, this view was really amazing. It's not like the city 
was created with the intent of creating such a view, but the scenery felt as if 
that was the goal from the start. 

"T've been thinking about it since yesterday, but at famous spots, they 
don't sell steamed buns featuring the building itself or phone straps, do they? 
I wonder why that is?" 

"That's just cultural differences." 

"IT can feel a business opportunity. But talking about Houses of Parliament 
steamed buns...KuroneKo-san, it's amazing that they use that as the Houses 
of Parliament. In Japan it would be like using the Himeji Castle as a Houses of 
Parliament, wouldn't it?" 

"That comparison is quite shocking..." 

As I thought, this kid had interesting ideas. How could he think something 
like that while looking at such a splendid building? What kind of upbringing 


would result in someone holding such values, and furthermore, at thirteen 
years old? I would love to talk to his parents one day. 

",..Right. Since it's you, Choushi-kun, maybe you would be able to look at 
it from another perspective." 

"What?" 

"You know, I was wondering if you had any thoughts about the 
inexplicable suicide of Mister Author's suicide." 

"Thoughts? What are you talking about?" 

Choushi-kun answered exceedingly naturally to my somewhat offhand 
question. 


"KuroneKo-san, don't tell me you still haven't figured out the answer?" 


5 Second day of tourism / London Eye (Around 2:15PM) 


"No, it's not like any grandiose trick was used, so I wouldn't clamor and 
call something like this 'puzzle solving'—but I don't know, it all depends on 
what kind of poses KuroneKo-san is willing to make to make me talk. 

"Eh? What? 'Hurry up or I'll steal Rori-senpai's virginity'? Ah, hold on 
hold on, I think you would be able to do that relatively easily, but hold on. I'll 
talk, I'll talk. But this is only my imagination, you know? I'm simply saying 
you can view things this way, it's not any different from the theory that the 
victim simply committed suicide in terms of credence. 

"To start from the conclusion, in this affair, the victim committed suicide. 
That is the only sensible way. However, it is not—simply a suicide. 

"To sum up what makes this case inexplicable, ultimately, it's that there 
was a two day time lag between when the door was shut and when the victim 
died. If he had chosen the storeroom as a place to die, he should have done it 
right after closing the door—so why didn't he do that? That's where it seems 
like a third party was involved—and that is the problem. 

"Because, if a third party had something to do with it, they wouldn't have 
had to stab him in the chest. Just locking him up was enough of a success, at 
this point the agent was as well as dead. By asphyxia or starvation. 

"But well—in reality, if a third party was involved, the only possibility 
would be for Mister Author to be the culprit. Since the crime scene was Mister 
Author's home—and since, exempting the victim, Mister Author was the only 
one able to open the door, and moreover, since he was the first to discover the 
corpse. So it might be correct to call him a second party. 

"That said, then, coming home from his trip after only one week would be 
too fast. It feels weirdly too short for the agent to die of starvation or 
asphyxia. He couldn't open the storeroom's door—except if he could be 
certain of the agent's death. Well, you probably thought of things that far. 
Logical thinking based on rational thoughts— right. 


"However, KuroneKo-san, in my eyes, people's feelings aren't logical or 
rational, they're not even thoughtful or considerate. Frankly said, they're 
psychotic—you can never know what will come out, between 1 and 6. But you 
won't ever get a 0 or a 7. They are such mechanical dice. 

"Putting it another way—we can probabilistically predict the outcome. 

"This might be a harsh ask for you, bad at considering other people's 
feelings, but try imagining this—try putting yourself in the agent's shoes. 
Let's assume the agent had no intention of killing himself. He was told that 
there was a secret meeting or whatever and got called to Mister Author's 
house, and when he let his guard down was trapped in the storeroom. I 
wonder, how would one feel in that situation? 

"First, they would think it was an accident. They were close partners, so 
he couldn't imagine being treated so poorly. He closed the door by mistake. He 
will soon notice that I disappeared. Therefore, the door should open soon. 

"However, no sign of the door opening. What would he think next? Of 
course, he would think it was a prank. That it was one of Mister Author's 
whims, so he could shrug it off as being harassment. He might have been 
striking the door from the inside, protesting 'Spare me with your jokes!' 

"But even then, the door didn't open. Then he would rethink it. 'I guess it 
was really an accident.' 'Either the lock or the computer broke down, so the 
door cannot open.' 'It looks like this will be a long one.'—he must have 
thought so. 

"A troubled mind changes over constantly like that of a psychopath —and 
the axis these thoughts revolved around was his trust for Mister Author. 

"In the end—this trust was the real identity of that two day time lag. 

"He didn't choose a direct means, the crux of this method was to give the 
victim enough time to think, in my opinion. 

"When I read mystery novels, even I find some aspects strange. The 
detective always thinks of the perpetrator's feelings, in other words, of the 
culprit's feelings. Why won't they put themselves in the shoes of the 


victim—I would be intrigued by that. 


"After spending two days thinking inside the storeroom, the victim would 
notice—that he was in the midst of getting killed. Yep, the trust turned into 
despair here. And, the agent who didn't plan on committing suicide in the 
slighest first felt like doing so. 

"Boredom doesn't kill people, despair does. Despair is a true lethal 
disease—that's a saying. The stronger the trust, the heavier that despair will 
be. Apparently you feel like dying because you cannot understand people's 
feelings, but in this case, they died because they did understand someone's 
feelings. 

"And there—a knife placed beforehand in the storeroom, probably by the 
author, caught the agent's eyes. 

"The agent impulsively killed himself. Here, there wasn't even a second 
of time lag. 

"So, the interesting part about this plan—sorry, that was rude of me. Just 
what I thought was skilful, that is if, when Mister Author came back from his 
trip and opened the door, the agent hadn't killed himself, or hadn't died from 
asphyxia or starvation—no sin would befall on him. It wouldn't be attempted 
murder. Because the trust hadn't turned into despair leading to a suicide — 
meaning that, at this point in time, the agent still believed in Mister Author. 
In other words, it would be an accident—no murder intent would be 
perceived there. Mister Author would deeply apologize to the agent, and that 
would be the end of it. It would resolve itself as a private matter. 

"Mister Author comfortably created himself an alibi while the victim was 
in deep conflict with himself. That is, well, the most logical thing to do, isn't 
it? 

"If he goes mad and kills himself, that's a perfect score. He would have a 
solid alibi. If he dies by starvation or asphyxia, it would be a passing grade. 
Being a remote murder, alibis don't mean much—however, at least he would 
have achieved his goal of killing the agent. If he doesn't die, it would be a 
failing grade—however, in that case, there would be supplementary exams. 


In that sense, a failing grade might be better than a passing one. 


"Being on good terms can lead to a motive for murder—such is my 
personal theory, but if I had to create a second addendum for it, it is easy to 
kill people you are close to—I guess that would be it. Trust is a suitable tool 
for murder. 

"Mister Author's motive was, of course, to make his newest work sell 
incredibly well—skilfully using his wife and the agent's death to stick the 
slogan 'Anyone reading this book will die' onto it. But in that case, they don't 
really need to have read it, do they? People's deaths are silent and 
emotionless— Mister Author would simply have to claim he made them read 
it. However, if we assume that, the agent would have had no idea why Mister 
Author would kill him, right? Then I wonder how intense his despair was. 

"T will leave that to your interpretation. 

"Mm? Aah, the loop will soon be over—you know, I can't help but feel like 
the second halves when riding ferris wheels are sluggish. I don't mind this 
speed for the first half, but I wish they would speed up once we reach the 
peak—that's physically impossible? Ahaha, of course. Huh? KuroneKo-san, 
what happened? You don't look great. Are you feeling sick? 

"You seem to be feeling bad, though." 


| 


1 Second day of tourism / Greg Hotel Room 501 (Around 11PM) 


I (Hitsuuchi Samatoki) had finished reading the manuscript I was handed. 
I then said, 

"_..Who the hell is Kushinaka Choushi?" 

"Mm? It's written right here, isn't it?" 

Byouinzaka said so with a grin, wiping her wet hair with a bath towel. 

"The junior of my cousin, Byouinzaka Meiro-chan. A first year middle 
schooler, thirteen years old." 

"Are you really friends with such a guy? That middle schooler isn't the son 
of Satan, but the dad...it felt disgusting to read him. Isn't he a character you 
created yourself?" 

"Exactly, he is an anime original character...is what I would like to say, but 
he does in fact indeed exist. He has malice, but no intent to act on it, he has 
murderous intentions, but no will to push it through—I wrote so in the novel 
though." 

Having removed enough water from her hair, Byouinzaka started using 
the hair dryer, which was practically the only furniture this apartment came 
with. Because the air blowing was loud, or maybe because of an entirely 
different reason, she raised her voice for her next words. 

"That kid is amonster. I don't ever want to meet him again." 
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"In the novel I wrote that I called him at the start of the year, but in reality, 
Ihad no contact with him ever since the end of last year. At that time, I barely 
managed to run away still ahead of him, but it won't go so smoothly next 
time—no, rather than being ahead, I just escaped pretending to have won. If 
[had said arrogant things like 'wanting to show him the way as a big sister' I 
would've been trapped too. I'm not fearless enough to willingly approach a 
caged beast." 


"Hmm..." 


At the end of last year, Byouinzaka asked me to buy some night bus tickets 
for her, and it looked like it was related to that. Despite always being a shy 
hikikomori, she surprisingly didn't hesitate to move around. 

"Well, forgetting that. Byouinzaka. Why did you switch me up with that 
Choushi-kun?" 

"What if I hadn't gone to London with Samatoki-kun?—it's a hypothetical 
novel with that premise. I wrote it replacing you with Choushi-kun, in the 
same way Choushi-kun wrote replacing himself with you inside the novel." 

"But what Choushi-kun did was also your creation—I mean, that's way 
too complicated! I'm starting to lose track of what's happening in this novel." 

I handed her notebook back to Byouinzaka. 

"I'm impressed you could write that much rubbish while someone was 
resting in the bathroom." 

"Calling it rubbish is too cruel. Are you still my friend despite that?" 

"IT don't want to hear that from someone fictionally erasing their friend's 
existence... You just watch. In the fourth chapter, I'm going to replace you 
with Yorutsuki." 

"Do that if you so desire, but in that case, why would you come to London, 
and with what funds?" 

That's...well, true. Byouinzaka's partner could be anyone, but mine could 
only be Byouinzaka. I was in an overwhelmingly disadvantageous position in 
this relay novel. 

"I'm now confused because of your joke novel, so let's make clear what is 
real and what isn't. I'm starting to feel like even this reality is paper thin. 
Maybe in reality, even this conversation happens inside a novel, we never 
went to London, and I'm reading all of this from inside your fortress that is 
the infirmary." 

"That sounds tough for you." 

"No, this novel probably..." 

I pointed at the notebook I handed back and said: 


"T feel like it will end with that kind of meta, with absolutely nothing 
happening in the end. I think that would be the only way to end it." 

"Ahaha. Well, I don't know who will be in charge of the last chapter 
between you and me, but our only choice is to trust in that person's skill. 
However, it is a great idea to make clear what is and isn't real." 

"Alright." 

I nodded. 

"You are Byouinzaka Kuroneko." 

"Yes," 

"Tam Hitsuuchi Samatoki." 

"Right." 

"This trip was organized by a distant relative of yours, and I came along 
as a friend. The request Mister Author—Mr. Girdle Lyas brought up to your 
relative is that the first work he finished in three years was a cursed novel 
making ‘anyone reading it die,' so he wants us to investigate the truth behind 
it." 

"That's correct." 

"Two people have died after reading that work—the first one is Mister 
Author's wife, and the second Mister Author's agent." 

"Exactly." 

"However." 

I said—while reminiscing briefly about the novel's contents. 

"The wife's death wasn't a suicide, but a traffic accident, and the agent's 
death too, wasn't a suicide— but a death by disease." 

A heart attack. 

Like the wife's death, it was one without any element of incident. 

"Well, if we're going to check every little detail like whether I came with a 
tiny pouch, or with a loose coat, or if I sexually harassed you, it would take 


forever so I'm abridging the rest." 


"Right—though everything you stated just now really happened. By the 
way, the things like not moving in front of the Rosetta Stone or mistaking Big 
Ben for the London Tower weren't Choushi-kun's actions but yours." 

"Although you don't have a cellphone or a DS, that part of the story was 
my creation,'' Byouinzaka added, laughing. It was an unpleasant ''by the 
way.'' I mean, if something is named "something tower" you would expect a 
tower, no? 

"And my behavior at the Sherlock Holmes Museum and at the Madame 
Tussaud Museum were greatly exaggerated." 

"Go tell that to Choushi-kun." 

"That's wrong. The thing about that part, as well as the first chapter, 
being written by Choushi-kun was my fabrication. The correct order is: 1am 
the author of chapter one, Samatoki-kun wrote chapter two, and I wrote 
chapter three." 

"...But in chapter three you made yourself say something like 'Under 
extremely restrictive conditions I support the existence of ghosts,' but you 
said you didn't believe in ghosts before, didn't you? That's why in chapter two 
I made you say a slightly modified version of that, you know?" 

"Well, let's say that was me playing a fictional character. I'm a human too. 
I can lie." 

"And I'm telling you that made me even more confused. Well..." 

It felt like the more we argued, the more stuck we would be. Like we were 
falling into a bottomless swamp. No, maybe more like our feet were caught in 
some seaweed. 

"Anyways, this is such an impudent game. Both you and I got excited over 
killing people who simply died from a traffic accident or a disease, even a 
monk randomly sitting next to us." 

"What's the problem with it, really? At least our fiction is much more 
interesting than reality." 

Byouinzaka showed no guilt, acting the same as when we talked about 


something similar in the airplane. In my opinion, that view isn't that 


different from the infamous Choushi-kun, but at this point (having been 
talked into writing the second chapter by Byouinzaka) I was an accomplice 
too, so I couldn't point that out. 

"But wouldn't Mister Author fume with anger if he read this?" 

"It's fine. It's in Japanese, so he cannot." 

"Hanh. Well, true." 

"But like, ultimately," 

Byouinzaka continued, this time in a fed up tone. 

"This is just an anxious author forcing a correlation between two people 
dying around him and him finishing the work he's been working on for three 
years. Authors all have strong delusions, so once they set themselves on 
believing something, they won't ever change it. He asked for help but is only 
thinking about persuading people with his version, so it's troubling for us. 
What a terrible ball Usui passed to my side. There's no doubt that wastrel 
pushed it onto me because it became a pain to deal with. Then I'm starting to 
doubt whether Usui and Mister Author are even friends. It might be a lie 
within the novel." 

"Where are we going if we start to seriously doubt reality..." 

"But it's a fact that their friendship is dubious. They even said they only 
talked through emails but never met." 

"Being friends with people you've never met is normal in modern days. 
Rather, we're the ones behind the times. Well, thanks to that Usui person and 
the anxious Mister Author, we were able to go to London. Let's leave it at that 
and call it a win." 

"Right... Well, our true destination wasn't London but Paris though." 

"Hey, I told you to stop confusing me!" 

Don't startle me. 

Even though I knew that was a lie, I was still surprised. 

"But Byouinzaka...it's my turn to write the next chapter of this relay novel, 


but you know...even if I don't make Yorutsuki appear, I don't know Choushi- 


kun personally, so I'll put myself back as your partner again. That's fine, 
right?" 

"Sure. Do as you like. In the end it's just a game." 

"A game, huh—what a game of bad taste. But, thinking about it, there's 
nothing left to write anymore. We already used the wife and the agent's 
deaths as material for the previous chapters. I don't have any case to write 
anymore." 

"Don't you have one—you can write the hypothesis where that cursed 
novel was real and solve that mystery." 

"Don't make me do the hardest one. Then there would be no difference 
between that Usui person and you." 

"Pushing everything onto others is a special trick of the Byouinzaka Clan, 
you see." 

"But, Byouinzaka, forgetting the novel for a moment, what about reality? 
The case might have been ungratefully pushed onto you, but it's not like you 
can completely ignore Mister Author's worries, right? We have to return to 
Japan in two days, you know?" 

"Be at ease. I didn't want to make you worry so I kept quiet about it, but I 
already made my move." 

"Ehe" 

"In the evening two days ago, when we were treated to Chinese food by 
Mister Author, do you remember me receiving a bundle of paper from him?" 

Being told so by Byouinzaka, I recalled. It's true, that did happen. I didn't 
find it important so I didn't bother writing it in the second chapter though — 
rather, most of that conversation got abbreviated in my narration, since I 
couldn't understand their English. 

"But wasn't that date on the affair? Like details on the wife's traffic 
accident or the agent's heart failure—" 

"Didn't you think it was too thick to be that?" 

"Mm..." 


Well—it was thick. Over a hundred pages at first glance. It made me 
curious then. Though everything related to Mister Author was taken care of 
by Byouinzaka, so I quickly forgot about it, thinking I wouldn't have anything 
to do with it. 

"And that's what I called simple in you." 

Byouinzaka threw me a fed up glance. However, she followed it with an 
unthinkable statement I wouldn't ever have imagined. 

"Samatoki-kun. You see, that was the printed version of the newest work 
Mister Author worked three years on. The title isn't set yet, so let's call it The 
Cursed Novel for the time being." 

"..Huh?" 

"Before leaving Japan, I was asked by Usui to bring it to him. Samatoki- 
kun, there is an effortless way of breaking the illusions Mister Author has, 
isn't there? Exactly—we just need someone who has read the novel to not 
die." 

"Just one exception would break the rule of the curse,'' Byouinzaka added 
in an indifferent tone. 

"D-don't tell me, Byouinzaka—" 

"Exactly. I spent the last two days reading it when you weren't looking. 
And I finished just a little while ago." 
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"It was pretty good." 

Her impression was much too nonchalant. Taken over by surprise, I 
couldn't articulate any comprehensible words. So, when I was taking a bath, 
not only did she write her chapter, but she also read that novel? 

"Oh please, why that face, Samatoki-kun—weren't you on my side for not 
believing in curses? Then this is the best way." 

"W-what should we do if the curse was real? What should we do if by some 
miracle it was real! ?" 

"Hah." 


Byouinzaka sneered at the words I was finally able to get out. 


"We call curses so because they don't exist, we call ghosts so because they 
don't exist. There is no way of proving that both the wife and the agent's 
death were coincidental. However, things that cannot be proven do not need 
any demonstration." 

"But—what if it was a curse provoking accidental deaths?" 

"What, did you start supporting the existence of curses, Samatoki-kun? 
What a problem—I'm only scared of people assaulting me while screaming. 
Try thinking about it, we were able to enjoy this trip, probably costing in the 
tens of thousands of yen, just by reading a single book, okay? You won't find 
such good deals anywhere." 

"Then—at least make me read that novel. As if I could let you be the only 
one crossing this dangerous bridge." 

"It's not a dangerous bridge. Rather, it's Tower Bridge. 100% safe. Also 
this book is completely in English, you know? You cannot read it. If you insist, 
Ihave no reason to stop you, but I don't think you can go through this amount 
in one night or two." 
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So that's what "being at a loss for words" is. This girl really finished 
everything by herself without me knowing—be it for reading or writing 
novels. Of course, I didn't believe in curses either, but—Byouinzaka 
Kuroneko crossed over the line without hesitation. In that sense, she was 
much more simple than me. 

Not taking notice of eerie things. 

Ignoring anything artless. 

I guess that's the proper way of going on with your life. 

"Now now! Samatoki-kun, it's soon time to go to bed. I'm planning on 
seeing the shift change of Buckingham Palace's soldiers tomorrow, so we'll 
have to wake up early. My internal time finally got adjusted to London's. I also 
have a surprise prepared for you tomorrow, so look forward to that. Though 
if you are too scared of the curse to sleep, I don't mind us sleeping together, 


you know?" 


Byouinzaka said so with a beaming smile. Being shown that wasn't 
enough to clear up my concerns, but saying that would be like accepting 
sleeping together, so I kept them to myself. In the end, my only choice was to 


stay silent. 


2 Third day of tourism / Greg Hotel Room 501 (Around 8AM) 


Byouinzaka Kuroneko called Girdle Lyas—and anyone with "author" as 
their occupation—anxious, but in reality, if we're talking about anxiety, 
almost no one surpassed her in that area. There were some more things I had 
abbreviated when writing the second chapter—for example, this happened 
right after we arrived at this hotel. whose name I didn't knowat the time, and 
checked in. Byouinzaka, acting like a real Sherlock Holmes, crawled all 
around the apartment to check whether there was anything suspicious about 
this room we were about to spend five days in. I couldn't imagine her thinking 
there would be wiretaps or hidden cameras, but the sight of her search inside 
the drawers felt out of the norm. And, when using this two-person twin 
room, both yesterday and the day before, Byouinzaka never fell asleep before 
me nor woke up after me. In the novel, Choushi-kun started writing to keep 
himself calm because he got horny from seeing Byouinzaka's sleeping face, 
but that was a lie she made up. Even if she could pretend to fall asleep, she 
would never do so for real. That wasn't because she didn't trust me (if that 
was the case, she wouldn't reserve a twin room to begin with), it was simply 
a fundamental aspect of her personality, or a facet of her identity. 

However, this day—the third day of tourism. 

Our fourth day in London. 

I woke up earlier than Byouinzaka—when I woke up and looked at the bed 
beside me, she had her eyes closed and didn't even breathe like a sleeping 
person would. In the first place, I had trouble visualizing what Byouinzaka 
would look like with her eyes closed, so I even thought "Who's this girl?" for 
a second. I lightly slapped my cheeks (of course, not because I was horny, it 
was simply to clear up my sleepy mind), headed to the bathroom, and washed 
my face. I then put on the uniform I had hanging in the closet. My long- 
sleeved shirt was quite worn out. Umm, I guess I should buy a new T-shirt. 


No, I already used some money here and there, so when it came to buying 


something in the price range of clothes, I would need to ask Byouinzaka for 
money... bet she wouldn't lend it to me so easily. She expressed her thoughts 
about this in the relay novel's first chapter. I assumed Byouinzaka would 
wake up anytime soon, so I didn't try to hide my footsteps, but even so, she 
didn't show any sign of waking up. If we want to see the soldiers at 
Buckingham Palace change shifts, taking into account the travel time, we 
would need to depart in 30 minutes. This wasn't like her. I wondered if she 
really accumulated fatigue from this lifestyle in a foreign country—after all, 
her body wasn't so strong to begin with. It was fine to change our plans — 
apparently, during this period the soldiers change shifts once every other 
day, so if we missed it today, we wouldn't have another chance during this 
trip, but some things cannot be helped. 

I didn't clap my hands because I had astroke of genius. It was only because 
Byouinzaka didn't wake up for too long. Even before sleeping after others and 
waking up before, she wasn't the type to go into deep sleep—even if she 
didn't wake up, she should at least unconsciously react. 

Why—wasn't she budging one inch? 

—wasn't her chest rising? 

—why did her silhouette under the duvet look so unnatural? 

"Uh...K-kuroneKo-san...?" 

I softly, for some reason lowering the sound of my footsteps now, 
approached Byouinzaka's bed and lifted the sheets. If there wasn't any matter 
that would still pass as ajoke between friends. However, there was a matter — 
a monstrously big one. 

There was a thick blade plunged deeply into her left chest. Piercing 
through her regulated school uniform, so deep it made the breasts she 
modestly, and sometimes exaggeratedly, prided herself over to lose their 
shape. Byouinzaka was as if crucifixed on the bed—to use a more horrible 


comparison, she was skewered like a bug on a bug trap. 


I instinctively understood she was beyond saving. The knife that stabbed 
the chest of the monk sitting next to me was a not-so-big one entirely in 
metal—and the knife used by the agent to stab himself after falling into 
despair wasn't described in the narration. However, the blade piercing 
Byouinzaka's chest now was an army knife, the type that would appear in war 
movies. And rather than stabbed, she was pulverized, it was a destructive kind 
of knife. I tried gripping the handle, but it wouldn't move one bit. 

"By-Byouinzaka." 

I called her—but naturally, got no reply. However, despite fully 
understanding it was too late, I couldn't take my hand off and stop myself 
from calling her. I mean, even though her chest was cruelly distorted and 
stabbed, Byouinzaka's face was completely calm, not showing a hint of fear, 
really as if she was sleeping. 

"You must be kidding—hey!" 

The curse? 

The novel's curse? 

The curse—killing anyone having read the book? 

No, that kind of thing couldn’t exist—there was no way it could. In the 
Same way no one has truly gone insane after reading Dogra Magra, the two 
deaths happening right after reading Mr. Girdle Lyas' novel must have been 
coincidental. In the first place, humans are alive, so they will die one day 
without fail, no? If there was a novel making anyone reading it immortal, that 
might have been worthy of praise, but for what we're talking about here, 
every novel in this world, including the worthless relay novel Byouinzaka and 
I've been writing, are novels where anyone reading it will die. That is much 
more truthful than making one lose their mind, a realistic slogan. 

No. My thinking was astray. My mind unconsciously tried to escape by 
thinking about something unrelated. Calm down. I was an exceedingly simple 
man. At the very least, Byouinzaka said so about me. The kind that wouldn't 
budge seeing someone killed in the seat next to him. That's why I could stay 


composed in this situation. Because I was simple. Because I was simple—I 


wouldn't lose my calm even when my beloved friend gets killed. I shouldn't 
be losing my composure. What would that Choushi-kun guy do? How would 
he handle this situation? I was sure he would panic, scream, and maybe cry 
while kissing her dead face. After that, he would surely head to Buckingham 
Palace on his own, acting as if he had forgotten everything. At least, that was 
my image of Kushinaka Choushi after reading the third chapter, which 
Byouinzaka wrote. 

Then what should I do? 

Scream? Cry? Kiss her? 

None of those. 

First—I must think. 

Should I contact the police—in normal times, I should. I shouldn't even 
have to consider this choice. However, I didn't know the number to call for 
emergencies in England. I didn't know how to turn the dial in order to contact 
the gentlemen at Scotland Yard. It was something I should find immediately if 
I searched, but that little effort gave me an opportunity to have a choice. 

After all, this room was a locked room. This wasn't the underground 
storeroom at Mister Author's house, but—no, that storeroom was one of 
Byouinzaka's creations to begin with—this hotel's doors had an autolock, so 
they couldn't be opened from the outside. In short, a locked room. 
Byouinzaka Kuroneko was killed in what detective novels call—a locked room 
murder. And one impossible to be a suicide. I didn't even have to look at the 
wound, her pierced body was covered by a sheet. There was no way 
Byouinzaka could have pulled that off. Exactly, like Mister Author's wife and 
agent, this wasn't a suicide—no, those were fictional resolutions, these two's 
deaths were accidental. I couldn't, I was still confused. I couldn't follow 
through with my simplicity. Anyhow, Byouinzaka certainly had a tendency 
towards self-harm when she had something she couldn't understand, and in 
reality, she tried to kill herself before my eyes many times. However, stabbing 
yourself in the chest with a knife wouldn't result in such a state. Therefore, I 


could eliminate that possibility. 


Then, which possibility should I put into question next? 

The one sharing this room with her—myself. The possibility where I 
myself killed Byouinzaka—I had stupidly grabbed the handle of the army 
knife plunged in her chest. They would surely have no problem getting my 
fingerprints. Even so, if we were in Japan, I would probably have still 
contacted the police. I would have asked the gentlemen at Sakurada Gate” for 
help. However—I didn't reside in this country. 

My words wouldn't be understood. 

I wasn’t confident I could explain this whole situation, the reason for this 
trip, and many other things to someone who couldn’t understand what I was 
saying—rather, in this situation, not crying nor screaming, I was too 
suspicious. The perfect suspect. I had no guarantee they would even listen to 
my story—no, even before telling my side of the facts, they wouldn't 
understand it. As Byouinzaka said, I was the guy who tried to get through the 
immigration inspection with only Japanese. 

Plus, I had the time. 

We would depart from London early in the night tomorrow— therefore, 
this room was reserved until tomorrow. So, as long as I put up the "don't 
disturb" sign, Byouinzaka's body won't be discovered. In other words—I 
could extend my thinking time. I had about 27 hours—I could still afford to 
think. I could think about the culprit who killed Byouinzaka, who killed my 
beloved friend. I covered Byouinzaka with the sheets and grabbed my pouch 
as well as Byouinzaka's boston bag where she probably kept Mr. Girdle Lyas' 
manuscript, and left the Greg Hotel's room 501. The door to the locked room 


could be easily opened from the inside. 


12 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sakurada_Gate 


3. Third day of tourism / St James's Park ~ Trafalgar Square (Around 3PM) 


I tried thinking of the reason why, in the third chapter of the relay novel, 
Byouinzaka replaced her travel partner, me, with Choushi-kun. The most 
likely possibility was, naturally, to tease me. Trying to spite me with 
something like "I wish Choushi-kun had accompanied me instead of 
Samatoki-kun"—even if that wasn't true, her malicious plan probably had 
the aim to make me feel terrible by putting that idea inside my head. But, she 
potentially also thought that the role of the detective of a mystery novel 
didn't suit me. When she decided that, to contrast with chapter one, she 
would have her partner solve the mystery, I had lost my right to appear in the 
story—even then, if you asked me whether Choushi-kun was fit to be the 
detective, I would say no. However, for Byouinzaka, he was still a better fit 
than me. I felt ashamed of it, but it was a correct assessment. In reality, in the 
murder case that happened in the academy, I wasn't able to do much. 

However, I had to think. 

About how to kill Byouinzaka Kuroneko. 

"'_..It's really simple." 

Apparently Byouinzaka was mistaken. The soldiers didn't change shifts 
today. They were doing it every other day, so it should have been tomorrow. 
It was like an all or nothing for the tourists. Many people who had made the 
same error had gathered in front of the palace—or maybe it wasn't a 
misunderstanding, and it was planned for today but cancelled for some 
reason. It wasn't a show originally, so they mustn't have bothered 
communicating about it. Since I was not only unable to speak English but also 
didn't know how to spend money (the bills were simple enough, but I didn't 
understand the coins. Why were there not just pounds, but also pences? Was 
it like the zeni3 in Japan?) I couldn't use a taxi or the subway to go to 


Buckingham Palace, so I walked all the way there...for nothing. Having 


'3 Zeni are coins, each worth about a hundredth of a yen. 


calmed down, I realized that as long as the "don't disturb" sign was up, I 
didn't need to leave the hotel room, but I ended up unconsciously following 
our plans for today. To investigate a murder, it was better to stay in the hotel 
room, on the scene of crime—no, I probably simply couldn't bear being in the 
same space as Byouinzaka's corpse. 

Still, even then, I didn't feel like returning to the hotel, so I walked up toa 
park near the Palace, St James's Park. It felt very natural, swans and ducks 
were swimming in the lake, and squirrels were playing in the woods. It was 
the first time I saw squirrels from so close. I didn't know whether Byouinzaka 
liked animals or not, but thinking about it, this might have been the surprise 
Byouinzaka teased me with last night. I couldn't imagine she would be of such 
bad taste to call her own death a surprise. 

However, this felt like a zoo. A zoo where animals were in liberty—well, 
the squirrels had completely gotten used to people and lost their wilderness 
(they were chased around by pigeons). There might even have been a place to 
buy them food nearby, but since I didn't know how to use money, I wouldn’t 
be able to purchase any either way. The boston bag I had taken naturally had 
her purse, but I wouldn't dare use the credit card without authorization. Still, 
it was a real surprise to learn that black cards were of a higher grade. I didn't 
know. Inside Byouinzaka's novel, she made it so that Choushi-kun made it be 
mentioned to tell me in a roundabout way (rather, she was playing with me). 
I needed a code to use the credit card to begin with. 

"Haah..." 

The level of culture shouldn't be that different from Japan (actually, the 
cost of living is higher than in Japan), but just because I couldn’t understand 
the language and didn't know much about the country, I felt like I wandered 
into an uncharted land. This was the kind of thing that'd make anyone sigh. 
And I was made to realize how much I relied on Byouinzaka during the last 
four days. I deliberately walked slowly, but in reality, I felt completely stuck. 


Even if I decided to contact Byouinzaka's distant relative, that Usui person 


who organized this trip, I didn't know how to do that —furthermore, I should 
at all costs avoid contacting Mister Author. 

I might be influenced by the novel we wrote—long ago, I heard that the 
person most influenced by a book was its author —but with Byouinzaka dying 
right after reading the cursed novel, Mr. Girdle Lyas was the prime suspect. He 
obviously knew where we stayed at — 

"There's no way this curse exists—in the first place, if it did, she would 
have died in the same way as the previous two, like in a traffic accident or by 
a disease. It's impossible for a curse to kill her using a knife, as if playing on 
our relay novel." 

Mister Author knew that Byouinzaka read the cursed novel—he knew she 
was trying to deny the existence of the curse. He probably wouldn't mind 
after it got published. I couldn't imagine he planned on killing every single 
person reading the book—but he wanted to avoid having his curse revoked 
before the publication, before it sold. When he asked for help, he must have 
not considered that the Japanese person coming to London would show him 
this method of resolution—therefore, he killed Byouinzaka—really? That's 
how it would be if I hypothesized Mister Author was the culprit. We'd been in 
London for four days. He thought she must have been done reading it by this 
point and attacked her in her sleep —Byouinzaka had a shallow sleep, so he 
had to do it in one strike. He understood my lack of English understanding 
during that meal, so he didn't have to worry about me reading the novel. 
That's why he didn't kill me. He let me sleep carefreely next to Byouinzaka as 
he killed her. 

It was quite the stretch, but he should be able to think of such a scenario — 
he should be able to think of it. Honestly, I couldn't imagine someone would 
kill for a mere novel—the interpretation of Mister Author being full of 
delusions and worrying over the accidental deaths happening around him 
was much more realistic. But—if I didn't think of such a stretch, I couldn't 
imagine a reason for Byouinzaka to be killed in London. 


However, what about the concrete way it was done? 


How was she killed? 

The room was locked—Byouinzaka being so anxious that she wasn't 
satisfied with the auto lock and had properly put up the door chain lock. Even 
the employees of the hotel wouldn't be able to open the door—needless to 
say, the windows were fixed. If I couldn’t think of a concrete method, the 
other person inside the room, me— Hitsuuchi Samatoki, had to be the culprit. 
Although in that case, there would still be the problem of how I obtained that 
army knife—in reality, I hadn't killed Byouinzaka. I had no reason to do so. 

If this was a novel, I thought. 

What if this scene was a part of the relay novel Byouinzaka and I were 
writing, with chapter one being narrated by Byouinzaka, chapter two by me, 
chapter three by Byouinzaka, right, this chapter four would be my creation. 
What if I had written Byouinzaka to be the victim as revenge for being 
excluded in the third chapter—what if this was what's happening, I thought. 

Then it would be very simple. 

I only needed to come up with a random fitting resolution and finish the 
chapter— Byouinzaka would be revived with that. No, she hadn't died to 
begin with, so "revived" might not be the most adequate expression— 
anyway, she was by my side as always. So I didn't need to think about such 
trivial matters. 

"Well done, Samatoki-kun. Even though this is just inside a novel, I'm 
impressed you managed to kill me. You outwitted me. But if you were going 
to kill me, I wished you would have been more flashy with it. Being stabbed 
during my sleep feels too plain to be my death. Ahahah!' 

Something like that. 

I could vividly visualize Byouinzaka laughing her heart out at me that way. 

However, I wouldn't be able to hear Byouinzaka's laugh—because 
Byouinzaka Kuroneko's death was real and genuine. Someone who wouldn't 
accept death even when getting killed got killed and died. That shock was still 
heavily shaking my heart. How did things end up this way — even if this curse 


didn't exist, should Byouinzaka not have read through Mister Author's 


newest work? She didn't have any obligation to go to such length for a matter 
that got pushed onto her that way. In the end, she was too kind—someone 
easy to get swept away by emotions, easy to get moved by emotions, and easy 
to get fooled by emotions. 

Despite not understanding others' emotions. 

Despite having no clue I would end up feeling like this. 

"I was sure that when you would finally die, it would be by suicide— 
Byouinzaka." 

Too deep into my thought, I hadn't realized the path of St James's Park 
had ended (it looked like this park served as a jogging course. I'd passed and 
been overtaken by many people on a jog, it was pretty hectic). According to 
the tourism book inside Byouinzaka's bag the Trafalgar Square, a meeting 
spot so famous even I knew its name, was close by. Given the circumstances, 
I chose to grasp the occasion and stop by—that said, presently, there wasn't 
anyone in this country I could wait for. 

I reached the square by looking at a map. In the middle was a statue of 
Admiral Nelson erected on a tall tower, and statues of lions around it, as if 
protecting the admiral. I gazed at each statue from the other side of a 
pedestrian crossing—after some time, the traffic light turned green. It might 
have been a worthless detail, but the order of the lights indicating pedestrians 
to walk was in the inverse order from Japan's. Each of these minute and really 
worthless differences made me feel uncomfortable—especially in a situation 
like the current one. 

"Lions...despite it being called 'Trafalgar Square'...? I bet every Japanese 
tourist made a joke about that before returning to Japan." 

However, when alone, that joke was nothing but a lonely lame pun. I 
leaned against one of the lion statues (I saw some people riding on the lion...I 
wonder if it was legal) and put away the tourism book inside the boston bag — 


there, at that moment, I noticed something between the pages of the book. 


'4 Trafalgar is pronounced “torafarugaa’” in Japanese, the joke here comes from “tora” meaning tiger. 


Right at the page presenting an amusement park. It was one called Thorpe 
Park, apparently furnished with an insane thrill ride—I couldn't see 
Byouinzaka bookmarking this, given her behavior at the Madame Tussaud 
Museum. It must have gotten stuck in there as the boston bag swayed around 
when I walked. 

The papers stuck there were tickets for a musical. 


4. Third day of tourism / The Phantom of the Opera (Around 8PM) 


I was pretty sure this was the surprise Byouinzaka mentioned. London 
naturally rhymed with musicals. I didn't know whether she had prepared 
those since before leaving Japan or if, like she did with The Cursed Novel, she 
bought them when I wasn't looking during our stay, but I found two tickets 
for a musical between some pages of the tourism book. 

The play was The Phantom of the Opera. 

Such a Byouinzaka-like choice—anyone at any point in their life with an 
inclination towards mystery stories knows about its plot. It's a musical based 
on a book by the french mystery writer Gaston Leroux. Although during my 
mystery reading phase, The Mystery of the Yellow Room was more famous. 
Anyhow, since it was played in British English, Byouinzaka must have chosen 
this one because, although she would have no problem understanding, I 
wouldn't be able to follow it if I didn't know the general plot already. 

In the end, I roamed through London all day without coming up with any 
leads, but still didn't feel like returning to the hotel—thus I decided to walk 
to the theatre mentioned on the tickets. It was clearly not the time to be 
enjoying a musical, but this was the last surprise Byouinzaka prepared for me 
when she was alive—I couldn't disregard it. Anyway, I spoke to an employee 
of the theatre in broken English and got them to guide me until near my seat. 
Isee, it turned out Byouinzaka was right. If Ijust tried, then I'd be understood 
even with broken English. 

I felt like I succeeded in international communication for the first time. 

I wondered if Byouinzaka would praise me. 

"".,.Ah, crap." 

Still, the seat I was led to was pretty absurd. There were thick pillars 
sustaining a second floor, and my seat was right behind those. Of course, if 
one sat here, they wouldn't be able to see the stage. No, in the first place, it 


Was messed up that there would be seats in here. Why in the hell was that 


employee showing me the way with a smile, as if everything was normal? 
What is it, maybe, they were looking down on me because I was a Japanese 
tourist in a school uniform? ...Is what I had thought, however, the number 
inscribed on the tickets truly indicated this seat. Then it must have been one 
of Byouinzaka's schemes. Her harassment. Would she continue to harrass me 
even after her death—but that probability was still low. She may have acted 
like a know-it-all, but even for her, this was her first time in London—her 
first time out of the country even—so I couldn't imagine she would know the 
peculiar structure of this theatre. 

Still, it really surprised me. That was the biggest culture shock of this trip. 
The pillar was placed in the perfect position to block me from seeing the 
stage. At the British Museum, I only looked at the Rosetta Stone, but later on, 
Byouinzaka told me about a time where she thought "What a wonderful 
pillar'' and stopped to admire it, only to realise after a while it was just a pillar 
of the museum. That pillar must have been pretty gracious, but I imagine the 
ones at this theatre would probably put up a good fight. If I really wanted to, 
since I had a second ticket, Byouinzaka's, I could move up to that seat — 
however, if tonight I were to watch this play together with her, I would 
definitely yield the seat with a view to the stage to her, so I would be sitting 
right here. Therefore—in the end, I didn't change seats. 

Thinking about it, this was a valuable experience too. One could probably 
find recordings of The Phantom of the Opera in Japan, but this pillar was most 
certainly exclusive to this theatre in London. I don't know whether this was a 
popular play or if it was the season for it, but the room was completely filled 
five minutes before the curtains' opening—except for the single seat left 
vacant, it was completely full. The vacant seat had quite the view on the stage. 
Even though it was natural with the way the seats were lined up, it was a 
miracle in itself that there was such a great difference. Well, I would simply 
appreciate the play, as if I could see Byouinzaka there. 

Even though I had heard about the plot of The Phantom of the Opera, I 


hadn't read the original book myself, so this musical was my first experience 


with it. However, I recalled hearing the music somewhere. That showed how 
popular this music was—it was probably used as BGM in something. I looked 
at the stage, moving my head left and right to see past the pillar. Luckily, I 
could manage to see the whole thing if I really tried. I was really in luck, 
because both customers on the sides of the pillar were women of a short 
stature for westerners. 

The play was about two hours long, including the fifteen minute break in 
the middle. The time passed before I could think about anything else. Of 
course, no matter how loudly they sang, I couldn't understand the lyrics. 
From time to time, I could barely pick up a few short sentences. Even so, I 
estimate I was entertained enough throughout the play. I found it wonderful 
that they could mesmerize even an audience that didn’t understand the 
language—it's not like the person in charge planned for it to be understood 
without the language, but I still found it so wonderful that I enjoyed it 
nonetheless. I even considered buying the The Phantom of the Opera mask sold 
by the entrance, but I felt like I was getting too swept up. Plus, if I remember 
correctly, it costs quite a lot, so I gave up. 

The play concluded with a curtain call. Both the main characters, the 
villains, the dead characters, and the side characters, they all looked at the 
audience with splendid smiles and bowed. They received a roar of applause— 
hm. As I applauded all the same, I wondered in a corner of my head how this 
technique could be used, not necessarily in a detective novel, but in any kind 
of novel. Both the detective, the culprit, the victims, and the suspects all join 
their hands and bow to the readers—what kind of end was that? How 
irritating and anticlimactic. However, if Byouinzaka's death could become a 
made up fact and I could see her smile once again, I couldn't be any happier. 
I would accept this kind of end exceptionally. 

Still in high spirits, I left the theatre. It was not like through talking with 
the employee I gained newfound courage, but I stopped a taxi and stated my 
destination in broken English—the name of the hotel we were staying at. 


Well, even forgetting the language element, this was my first experience 


stopping a taxi on my own. In fact, I could do it if I tried. The city at night was 
pretty crowded, and the tumult reminded me of what could be found in Japan. 
Looking outside the window, I was surprised to see some human-powered 
taxis which resembled the ones pretty common in Kyoto. 

I paid the fee (I was confused because, unlike in Japan, you have to first 
get off then pay the driver through the passenger window. I somehow 
managed by imitating what I had seen Byouinzaka do, including the tip) and 
returned to our room. Room 501. The "don't disturb" sign was still up. It 
didn't look like the cleaning staff entered—in reality, there were a few rare 
hotels where the staff entered to clean without regard to the sign, so I was a 
little worried. 

Byouinzaka Kuroneko was... 

In the same state as this morning, laying on the bed. 

Looking asleep. 

Looking to be nothing more than asleep. 

Even now, I couldn't throw away the hope she was only pretending to 
sleep to tease me. I even imagined that, if I made her fall from the bed, she 
would say something like "Ouchie. You got me. I wanted to see your reaction 
if I were to die, you see. I'm so glad you were this saddened by it" without a 
hint of remorse, throwing a wink at me. 

However—such a thing didn't happen. 

"In the end...I didn't figure anything out." 

I muttered to myself while removing my school uniform. Listlessly—in 
despair. The 27 hours I had left now were reduced to under 12 hours. 

"Tf there's something I don't understand —I feel like dying." 

At this point, the only thing I could see having a hint was Mister Author's 
newest work—The Cursed Novel. At the very least, there was a limit to how 
much I could continue to think without knowing its contents. Byouinzaka 
only half-assedly commented "It was pretty good," but she didn't say 
anything concrete about the contents—there might be a hint in there. Well, I 


also empathised with Mister Author for having his first work in three years, 


the book into which he poured his soul, being summed up as "pretty good" 
(talk about condescending). In the first place, I could only imagine the reason 
to be suspicious of Mister Author to be the novel we wrote. However, even 
though that was far fetched, at this point, that was the only hope I could try 
holding on. No, didn't I bring Byouinzaka's boston bag containing Mr. Girdle 
Lyas' manuscript with me because I had planned on doing so from the start? 
And in the end, [had returned to the hotel without ever bringing it out. 

It's not that I was scared. 

Thad no intention of changing my belief of not believing in curses—ifI was 
scared of something, that would be of people who believe in curses—of people 
who try to make curses a reality. That was why reading the manuscript went 
over the line—it meant stepping over the line. Byouinzaka did so without 
hesitation, but for the commonplace and ordinary humans like me, it wasn't 
such a simple feat. But I soon wouldn't have the choice to not do it, simply. 

Because I was a simple man. 

To harden my resolve one last time, I took a cold shower, then searched 
through Byouinzaka's boston bag, took out the bundle of paper held together 
by a double clip—sat on a chair, and flipped the first page. 

But. 

This wasn't Mister Author's newest work. 


It was a will written by Byouinzaka Kuroneko. 


5 Third day of tourism / Greg Hotel Room 501 (Around 11PM) 


"To my beloved friend, Hitsuuchi Samatoki-kun. 

"Tf you are reading this, it means I am no longer in this world—I was sadly 
killed. I likely lost my life against my will. I had never thought I would write 
such acommon thing, but I guess this is fate. 

"And, Samatoki-kun, since you took out Mr. Girdle Lyas' newest work 
despite not being able to read much, this means you must be at your wits' 
end—I guess you found yourself in a situation where you are the only 
imaginable culprit? 

"Well, as you can see, this bundle of paper isn't the work Mister Author 
spent three years on, the cursed novel where anyone reading it will die without 
fail. I already disposed of the real manuscript when you were asleep. Because, 
even though the probability is under zero percent, I don't want Samatoki- 
kun to read something of such bad omen. It might be none of my business, 
but I don't want to provoke the anger of your little sister. 

"Plus, either way, you won't be able to read it. That novel used some 
complex phrasings. A university entrance level of English won't get you 
anywhere. 

"Then I shall tell you the general gist of the contents, to at least give you 
a hint as to why I was killed—is what you might be thinking right now, but 
please give up on that. I cannot tell you what this book is about. No matter the 
suffering you are currently going through. 

"Why is that, you say? You see, Samatoki-kun, that is because I too 
haven't finished reading that novel. 

"Tam writing this having commented 'It was pretty good' just moments 
ago, but—I'm truly sorry, that was a lie. You might have found it to bea pretty 
random impression, but what could I have done? I cannot give any more 
concrete impression on something I haven't read, can I? Well, it's a dead 


person's lie, give me a break. 


"If Mister Author was mentally unstable and concerned over his newest 
work, then just saying 'I read it' would be enough. Just living on from that 
point would be enough to deny the curse. 

"But, if— Mister Author was contemplating using his wife and his agent's 
coincidental deaths for his sake—just in case, I couldn't disregard the idea 
that he was mentally ill in that way. 

"Therefore, I pretended to read it but I didn't. I switched around the pages 
I was handed randomly, read the same lines over and over, read the words as 
if they were spelled in the wrong order, well, all sorts of plays. Overall, I barely 
learned any new words from the text. 

"If The Cursed Novel was really a cursed novel—then, there's no way I 
would die, Samatoki-kun. Now the curse has been dispelled in everyone's 
eyes. Well, this was just a trick set up by the detective to the culprit. And I died 
as a result, so this was a pretty clumsy plan. 

"And, stating the obvious, the only person with a motive to kill me is Mr. 
Girdle Lyas, Mister Author himself. In Japan I could think of about fifty people 
hating me enough to commit murder, but in London, he is the only one. 

"Well, thinking rationally, there is still a possibility for Samatoki-kun to 
be the culprit. A hypothesis where, upon learning I had finished reading the 
novel, you thought of using that—blame my death on The Cursed Novel to get 
rid of me. Obviously there is no motive— even if the whole of humanity would 
kill me, at least only you would never kill me. Iam confident in that. 

"But still, let's objectively eliminate that possibility. 

"For that is this will. You reading this text means you were at your wits' 
end— if you had been the one to kill me, you wouldn't have any reason to take 
a look at Mister Author's manuscript when you cannot read it. This is more of 
a trap than a trick. I apologize for setting you up like this, but now your 
suspicions have been cleared, congratulations. 

"Well then, I'm leaving the rest to you, Samatoki-kun. Please go prove 
Mister Author's crime and prosecute him. And, since he did in fact lay his 


hands on me, now you have to think of the possibility of him being indirectly 


related to his wife's traffic accident and his agent's disease—well, my 
deduction still indicates he was simply pushed to the edge by coincidences. I 
will also write how to contact Usui, just in case. If anything happens, you can 
rely on him—and I don't think you can contact him, but whatever happens, 
just don't try to rely on Choushi-kun. 

"Transmit my goodbyes to Mukaezuki-kun, Kotohara-san, and Kouda- 
sensei. It's not like me, but I figured I would say it at the end. Then, do your 
best on your exams. I'm sure you will be able to get your first choice, I can 


guarantee it. You might not realise it yourself, but you are a pretty amazing 


guy. 
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1 Fourth day of tourism / Greg Hotel Room 501 (Around 8AM) 


Byouinzaka had finished reading the manuscript I (Hitsuuchi Samatoki) 
had handed her. She then said, 

"T died!!!" 

In a surprisingly loud voice. 

"Eeeeeh? Eeeeeeeeeeh!? Really? This for real? You must be kidding me, are 
you going that far? Eh, why did that happen to me? I can't believe it, 
Samatoki-kun killed me inside the novel!" 

The hairdo she had just finished arranging got disheveled as she peeled 
her eyes to check the fourth chapter again and again. Her reaction was as 
expected...actually, it was pretty unexpected. 

"Uwah, hold on...what did I do to you? Did I do anything deserving of such 
a cruel fate? Let's think, let's think, there's no way you would do something 
like this without a good reason! What, was being replaced by Choushi-kun in 
the third chapter that unpleasant to you? That was just a cute joke, you know! 
Or maybe, don't tell me you got this mad because, due to my blunder, we 
didn't get to see the soldiers at Buckingham Palace change shift!!? However, 
even if it's reasonable to get pissed over this, that's no reason to kill someone! 
And, on top of all that, an army knife!?" 

"...U-um." 

Crap. 

It looks like I made an irreversible mistake. 

"You know, Byouinzaka..." 

"Ah, sorry, Samatoki-kun, but could you avoid talking to me for a while? 
I have to seriously think about whether I want to continue being on good 
terms with you in the future." 

Uwaah, no way, no way no way, mega no way, as Byouinzaka repeated 


herself as if chanting a spell, she stood up from her chair, threw herself onto 


the bed and laid down. Not on her sides but face down. Burying her face into 
the pillow. 

"Aah, I see I see I see, so that's how it feels. When in a novel or manga, the 
author models a character after someone close to them, like their editor, and 
puts them through a horrible time, I see, so that's how it feels. Aah geez, now 
I won't be able to laugh when I see this kind of thing happening." 

"And here I thought you of all people would never do something like 
this...so that's what you were thinking when we strolled around Buckingham 
Palace, St. James's Park, or Trafalgar Square together. And surely when we 
were watching the musical too. Even though I reserved those tickets thinking 
you would rejoice... Well, I do feel bad because it was behind the pillar, but 
that wasn't my fault, you know?" 

Aah...Byouinzaka became grumpy... She barely raised her face from the 
pillow and flipped through the pages of her notebook. 

"'After that, he (Choushi-kun) would surely head to Buckingham Palace 
on his own'? What are you saying, aren't you the one who went there alone?! 
Even though I got killed, you went and followed our tourism plan, Samatoki- 
kun!" 

She finally started retorting events in the bookas if they were real. She was 
in full rampage mode. That was the first time I saw Byouinzaka like that. 

"Aaaah. If it's like that, I really should have invited Choushi-kun. 
Choushi-kun, him, would absolutely never do any such thing!" 

"No, KuroneKo-san, this is just a story inside the novel. You don't need to 
take it so seriously... I errr...I think this was for the best." 

"For the best? It was for the best that I got killed? That's too cruel, I can't 
bear it!" 


"'N-not in that sense. Ah, I meant this was the best for your enjoyment — 


"Also, you go to a musical on the night of my death and get moved as if 


nothing had happened, give me a break! Couldn't you have at least said you 


couldn't focus on it or something? It really seems plausible, but maybe you 
had a certain reason to not do that? Like for example, extreme hate towards 
acertain someone? Like someone you didn't consider as a friend at all?" 

She ignored my excuses and continued as if conversing with her pillow, 
still complaining and blaming me, like she was trying to spite me. 

"No, it's just that that part got mixed with reality and..." 

"Absolutely no Japanese in history makes that joke when seeing the lion 
statue on Trafalgar Square! Why do you have to make such accusations in 
every single famous spot you visit?! Himeji Castle has nothing to do with the 
Palace of Westminster!" 

Apparently she wouldn't let even my small gags pass. How shocked was 
she? Also, didn't you like that Himeji Castle joke enough to use it in your own 
chapter? 

"You might not realise it yourself, but you are a pretty amazing guy'? I'm 
impressed you were able to write this without dying of embarrassment, 
Hitsuuchi-sensei! What are you making me say, geez!" 

"Um, KuroneKo-san, your remarks are most justified, but could you 
possibly stop reading what I wrote aloud..." 

"AAH! This is the most sad I've been in my 18 years! To think Samatoki- 
kun thinks I would be better off dead!" 

Byouinzaka threw the notebook at me—rather, she hit me with it, then 
once again buried her face in the pillow. When she looked at me, for an 
instant, I felt like I could faintly discern tears in her eyes. 

You must be kidding me...was the shock big enough to make her cry? 

"Th-there's no way I would think you're better off." 

"Then why did you write that damn novel!? If you didn't think that you 
wouldn't have written that! Describing the knife stabbing me in great detail, 
how dare you! And comparing me to a bug trap?! Aaah geez, I won't forgive 
you, I won't ever forgive you! Shit...even then, I still think I did my utmost to 


devote myself for your sake!" 


Ah, no good no good no good. 

If I tried to argue, she would reply with twice the power. 

"G-got it got it, it's my bad. Then, in the fifth chapter you can kill me." 

"HUH!? As if I will continue this stupid game! If you want to do it then do 
so on your own! After chapter four and even after chapter five you will be in 
charge, Samatoki-kun! Then why not kill me again?! Eh, what? Next time you 
will poison me? Beat me up? Go on, do whatever you like!" 

That was unexpected... didn't think the relay novel would hurt our 
relationship to that extent. It should have been a fun experience... For 
instance, when Byouinzaka finished reading my chapter two, we had great 
fun talking about it... So how did it end up like this? Here, I truly and painfully 
realised that novels were something to read and not something to write. Not 
to bring up Lewis Carroll again, but one really shouldn't write novels 
inadvertently. 

"T couldn't come up with a trick for the locked room until the very end, so 
I thought I would have you resolve it in chapter five, but..." 

"No matter how one thinks, Samatoki-kun is the culprit! You should get 
arrested and judged for your crimes!" 

"Also doing that in a relay novel is just called slacking off!''Byouinzaka 
didn't forget to insult the novel itself. 

Well, she wasn't wrong there. 

"Aaah..." 

Maybe finally getting tired of complaining, Byouinzaka sighed—that 
moment, her voice weakened. 

"Samatoki-kun, say. Our flight to Japan takes off at eight in the evening, 
right? So let's say we'll meet up at Heathrow Airport by five, okay? It's boring 
if we stick together all the time, no? We should put some distance between 
ourselves. Let's act separately at least for the last day. I will go visit libraries 
and such. Apparently they are selling the latest Monopoly version only 


available here." 


"No no! If we do that we'll really be on bad terms! Also I can't understand 
the language!" 

"You spoke in broken English in the novels, no? ...Geez, seeing you put up 
a front for worthless stuff like that rubs me the wrong way too... When exactly 
did you have any kind of intercultural exchange... In the first place, your 
writing is too childish." 

"T can't take it anymore, I seriously can't, no matter who I get married to 
in this world, I only wish it won't be Samatoki-kun,'"' Byouinzaka raised her 
upper body as she grumbled things like that to herself. Her eyes intently 
glaring at me were now devoid of any tears. Though their red-ish color and 
the faint dampness of the pillow were telling me another story. It looks like 
she decided to bury herself in the pillow to wait until she stopped crying. 

"Aaah. I swear, in the future, no matter what will happen, I will absolutely 
never die. Thinking about the heartless reaction Samatoki- kun would have 
upon my death makes me feel like doing anything in my power to extend my 
lifespan. Why does my death have to make you growas ahuman? As if I would 
respect such hypocritical narcissism. I will live for a century!" 

I feel like that's a good thing though. 

"Well, Samatoki-kun, if you insist on hating me this much...I will gather 
my luggages and leave this room. You can relax here until the last moment 
before checking out." 

"Byouinzaka—um, then, how exactly should I obtain your forgiveness for 
my deeds this time around?" 

I said so, as a callback to Byouinzaka's line from when we were inside the 
Madame Tussaud Museum. I felt like my only choice was to earnestly 
apologize. Certainly, I was clearly in the wrong here. So I had to say that. Make 
me do strange poses or whatever you want then. 

Byouinzaka stayed silent for a moment, then, 


"A dogeza, no?" 


She said. 

" ..Huh?" 

"Remove your clothes and prostern yourself before me with only your 
underwear on. Then stay in that pose for an hour. If you do that I shall 
acknowledge your sincerity. I will be able to think 'Oh? So it was just a whim. 
Then Samatoki-kun is indeed the Samatoki-kun I know of.'" 

"T-that's a joke, right?" 

Actually I felt somewhat glad that her mood recovered to a point where 
she could joke again, but Byouinzaka was still glaring at me with a finger on 
her jaw, not smiling one bit. 

"_..S-seriously? Byouinzaka, are you really ordering a friend to bow before 
you?" 

"No, lam not at all. You will do it on your own will, won't you? Please don't 
phrase it like I am forcing you, that's bad manners. You asked what you 
should do, so I simply informed you of the appropriate method." 

"T will spare you from taking pictures. Well, if your morals dictate that you 
will never bow down before someone you think is better off dead, naturally, I 
will respect that choice. If you think you don't want to apologize then no need 
to apologize. After all, no matter how much you prostern yourself before me, 
that won't heal the scars of my heart. It's all about whether I deem that you 
can be forgiven for those scars. That is why you should decide on your actions 
with your own free will. I shall respect that. Because no matter how much you 


hate me, Samatoki-kun, I will still love you with all my heart." 


2 Fourth day of tourism / Greg Hotel Room 501 (Around 9AM) 


It's not even a matter worth questioning whether the man among men, 
Hitsuuchi Samatoki, accepted Byouinzaka's request, so I shall skip that part 
in the narration. Today is the last day of our stay in London for this school- 
cum-graduation trip—at eight o'clock in the evening, we will embark on a 
flight headed to Japan. Looking back on it, I feel like we were able to cover a 
good bit of London's famous spots. 

"Next time we come, it might be a good idea to pay a visit to Shakespeare's 
grave. Though I don't know when that will be." 

"What? So you liked this country?" 

How impressive, just earlier she wouldn't accept conversing with me, but 
now Byouinzaka was replying to me with much nonchalance. 

"If we could, I would’ve loved to check out the Hampton Court Palace 
though—next time I want to come completely through private means." 

Her eyes were still swollen, but she had recovered from her usual behavior. 
I guess it was worth abandoning something irreplaceable for boys...no no, not 
like I gave up anything. I also didn't have my head stepped on at all. 

"Private, huh... Reminds me, why don't you tell me how you resolved 
Mister Author's case now? You told Mister Author your idea to solve things 
during that Chinese lunch with him, right?" 

But Byouinzaka wouldn't tell me what that idea was. She simply briefly 
told me after that lunch: "That's a job done. Let's enjoy the tourism to the 
fullest in the upcoming four days, Samatoki- kun." When I asked her what she 
was on about she answered: "Try thinking on your own a little. Your head will 
rust if you don't use it a little." My answer was in the fourth chapter of our 
relay novel, that Byouinzaka would read The Cursed Novel. However, that got 
me into quite a bit of trouble. No no, there was no trouble at all though — 


anyhow, it seems my proposition was wrong. Meaning I was out of ideas. 


"We have another meeting with Mister Author before going back, right? 
It'll be hard for me if I'm once again the only one out of the loop." 

"Hmm. Well, it isa very simple method once you think of it." 

Byouinzaka opened her travel trunk and put some order in its contents — 
then she told me, as if it was aside matter to preparing for her trip back home. 

"Though the idea you wrote inside the relay novel isn't all that bad either. 
However, as long as Mister Author believes it to be a cursed novel, even if I ask 
he likely wouldn't let me read it. Because he is convinced that anyone reading 
it will die. No one wants to become a murderer —that is precisely why Mister 
Author requested that to Usui. Samatoki-kun, if you get to the end of it, 
ultimately, it doesn't matter whether that novel is a cursed novel. All you need 
is to clear the suspicions. To deny those delusions at their roots." 

"So? What's that method?" 

"Samatoki-kun." 

Byouinzaka said in her usual tone. 

"Who do you think the first reader of a novel is?" 

" ..The wife, no? And if we're talking about the finished product post- 
polishing, then the agent." 

"No, this isn't about Mr. Girdle Lyas, I'm talking about something much 
more general. Who is the first reader—for every existing novel? Think about 
it. Thinking is your speciality, isn't it?" 

aan " 

Byouinzaka was as usual—but she seemed a little meaner than usual, 
which was likely a problem with my state of mind. 

"The first reader is the bookstore employee selling the book... Or the first reader 
is the publisher... I feel like I heard something like that before. But, even if you 
try to generalize it, doesn't that depend on the author?" 

"No, I'm not talking about something so conceptual. Think more 
concretely." 

Byouinzaka said that while simultaneously closing her trunk. 

"It's the author." 


"Ah." 

"No matter how skilled or lousy an author is, one simply cannot write a 
novel without reading it. Having said this much, it should be crystal clear 
what I suggested to Mister Author, right?" 

Lifting her closed trunk with exaggeration, Byouinzaka left a small pause, 
then said. 

"Mister, are you not alive as we speak—' That is what I told Mister Author 
during that dinner. The rule of anyone reading it will die would collapse with 
the slightest exception. Therefore —be at ease, there is nothing to be worried 
about as long as you are alive, is what I told him." 

"That's...how should I put it...quite the sophism." 

Normally, when treating such cases, there is a tacit agreement that the 
creator would be exempt from it, but she used that example for her exception. 
Such a niche resolution. 

"I really want to warmly applaud you, chanting 'As expected of 
KuroneKo-san,' but isn't that a problem in itself? Mister Author believes in 
the curse himself, so now wouldn't be even more afraid of being the next one 
to die?" 

"That's the way of thinking of someone not believing in occultry, 
Samatoki-kun. It is such a wonder, for example, people believing in 
divinations are likely to only take seriously the ones going in their favor. Even 
if they trust Nostradamus and that the world will be destroyed, they won't 
think they will die themselves. And curses are no exception—for blood type 
divinations or Sun sign astrology or anything of the sort, people will only take 
notice of the correct parts and forget the wrong ones. They only take the 
pluses into account, so the minuses do nothing to them." 

''So when they realize that there are minuses it denies the existence of the 
pluses—but Byouinzaka, then were the wife and the agent's deaths pluses for 
Mister Author?" 

"They were, when we think from the standpoint of the novel. I'm not 


saying that Mister Author didn't grieve their deaths. It's just that don't you 


think that, for an author, having written something as ridiculous as a novel 
where anyone reading it will die without fail—is an attractive offer as an 
author?" 

Well—that's true. 

People's hearts aren't purely straightforward. 

"That said, it is not so easy to accept your own death. In most cases, occult 
maniacs think of themselves as special—it's like, when talking about the 
existence of aliens, they forget that the people living on Earth are themselves 
aliens. So they get scared when their special position gets denied. That's how 
it is—well, that is why I will talk with Mister Author about that once again 
today, and we will be done with it. It's something we can be done with in 10 
minutes. Well then—Samatoki-kun. Thinking of the time we need to get to 
Heathrow Airport, I think we should be able to visit about two famous spots 
for our last day, so what shall we do?" 

"Hmm." 

"Or we could get to the airport early and do some duty-free shopping. 
Apparently we can buy brand goods for cheap." 

"I'm not really interested." 

"Neither am I." 

"T'll go along with you. Let's buy that newest Monopoly or whatever. I'm 
also curious to see what kind of bookstores they have abroad. The hotel can 
hold onto that trunk even after check out, right?" 

"Yes. Though there is no need to have them hold onto your tiny pouch." 

"When is the meeting with Mister Author?" 

"y PM." 

"Then for lunch—ah, didn't you say they don't eat it in England?" 

"Taking a light one isn't problematic. Want to go to a McDonald's? It 
would be nice, though pricier than in Japan." 

"No, I'll pass. We're in London so if we want junk food we might as well 
go for fish and chips." 

"Okay...then, let's go." 


Byouinzaka stood up, not that it acted as a trigger or anything, but I got 
curious about something then so I asked her. 

"That reminds me, what did Mister Author say about your idea? Didn't he 
get angry?" 

"No? Not really. He didn't. At that time, I was prepared to have him be 
angry at me or quibble with it, but...he was more normal than I expected. 
Though if we're talking about weird reactions, he certainly had one." 

"Mm?" 

"Then I...'" 

Byouinzaka changed her tone. Although, since she was speaking Japanese, 
she wasn't exactly imitating Mister Author's way of speaking. 

"'T might have already died—' he said. Something meaning that in 
Japanese." 

Vrs 

A weird reaction—rather, that was a weirdo's reaction. I felt like getting 
angry would’ve been amore normal one. I wondered what he meant by this — 
however, I wasn't given enough time to think that out. The room's phone 
rang. Byouinzaka answered without delay—the caller was apparently her 
distant relative, that man called Usui who organized this whole trip. And that 
organizer brought us an announcement: Mister Author—Mr. Girdle Lyas' 


corpse was discovered at his home. 


3 Heathrow Airport / Lobby (Around 7PM) 


"Samatoki-kun. In fact, I've been meaning to say this for a long time. The 
sneakers you are wearing, the sides are worn off." 

"Ehe" 

Being told so, I looked to check—and sure enough, the sole and sides of 
my shoes were separated and my socks were showing through that gap. 

"Uwah, what's up with this... Aah, but I've been wearing these for a while 
now. Though I wonder how long they've been like that." 

"T only realized on the first day of our trip." 

"Huhe" 

"TI told you I've been meaning to say it for a long time, no? But well, it was 
hard to bring up, you see." 

"Just tell me right away!" 

According to Byouinzaka, her distant relative, Usui, wasn't the kind of 
man to often force things onto others—and even for this trip, apparently he 
wouldn't have pushed things further if Byouinzaka had refused, however, 
this time he ordered Byouinzaka (and me) to return to Japan as soon as 
possible without doing anything unnecessary nor talking to anyone. 
Byouinzaka didn't try to go against him —however, if she really had noticed 
the thing about my shoes since the first day, and she was only telling me now, 
that said a lot about how restless she was. The usual Byouinzaka wouldn't say 
anything until we got back to Japan. Though she wasn't angry nor sad—she 
simply couldn't behave as usual. 

Heathrow Airport. Byouinzaka and I were waiting for our flight in front of 
an open teahouse. We had about one hour left. Byouinzaka had already 
entrusted her travel trunk and was now luggageless, but her shoulders 
seemed heavy, as if she was carrying something heavy—no, she wasn't 
grieving the death of Mister Author, Mr. Girdle Lyas, nor was she feeling 


responsible for it. Our Byouinzaka Kuroneko wasn't someone commendable 


nor impudent enough to shoulder something like that. Even though she was 
shaken up from being killed in the novel, there was no denying reality. So, 
what rubbed her the wrong way here—was that there was something she 
doesn't understand about Mister Author's death. There was something not 
inexplicable—but impossible. 

"T would feel bad if I pointed it out but it turned out you thought it was 
fashionable... So, what should we do? I'm sure some duty-free shops around 
here must sell shoes. Should we go buy some?" 

"Aah...it's fine. I tend to choose hastily when buying things on a trip 
anyway. I try to get done with it quickly, but if the shoes end up not fitting 
afterwards, it's quite the problem." 

"Ah, right...Stonehenge." 

"What?" 

"T was just thinking that there was another big famous spot in England, 
Stonehenge." 

"Aah... Was that one in England? Though, sorry but I'm not really that 
intrigued." 

"Why? It's one of the Seven Wonders of the World." 

"It's just some piled up rocks, no?" 

"Well, ultimately, that's true, but if you go there, the Pyramids are some 
rocks piled up too. And in the end, even the Rosetta Stone is a mere rock." 

"Don't talk badly about the Rosetta Stone. ...Let's say the current 
civilization perishes. Then, when the next humanity comes in and finds our 
vestige, I guess they'll treat most things as mysteries." 

"Well...dashing straight to justifying things with occultism is the best way 
to stop thinking critically. However, I have no intention of doing that. So I— 
cannot think ghosts exist in this world." 

Bringing that up here—showed how she couldn't get Mister Author out of 
her head. 

Mr. Girdle Lyas' corpse was discovered. If that was the end of it, though I 


would find it creepy, it wouldn't be impossible at all. That's something I 


wrote in the novel, but regardless of whether one read The Cursed Novel or 
not, since we are alive, we will die without fail. No matter how one died—no 
matter how one will die, that is the natural providence. 

The problem was that Mister Author's estimated time of death was, in 
current time, on the 29th of January—in other words, the day before eating 
dinner with us. 

He was found at home—having hanged himself. Staying that way for a 
week straight—I was sure either the rope couldn't bear his weight and got 
torn off, or his neck couldn't support the weight and got torn off. He must 
have been found in one of those two states. I would prefer it if it was the 
former, but either way, he was beyond saving. 

"If we assume that the time of death is correct—then, that day, who 
treated us to that Chinese meal?" 

"Thinking normally, it would be someone else—someone deceiving 
people into thinking he was Mister Author. However, that was for sure Mister 
Author himself." 

"Yes... There's no doubt about that." 

We had a picture from one of his books to confirm beforehand. If we try 
going through every possibility, it could have been someone else at the point 
that the picture was taken, but if we start going there, there would be no end 
to it. 

"He properly knew about Usui too...and could recognize me and 
Samatoki-kun. So we couldn't have gotten the wrong person." 

"_..What about the motive for the suicide? Did Usui say anything about 
that?" 

"He doesn't know the details yet—apparently. The corpse was only just 
found, you see. The publisher found it weird that they couldn't get in contact 
with Mister Author, and discovered it when they visited his home. Even just 


that hasn't been made public yet." 


"Your KuroneKo Network is pretty impressive, but...what kind of 
connections does the Byouinzaka Clan have? How did your relative get hold 
of that information from Japan?" 

"Not everyone in the clan is like that. Actually, my cousin Meiro-chan is 
weak in that area—and I bet Choushi-kun made good use of that weakness." 

"But is it really fine for us to go back like that?" 

I asked. No, I had already mouthed that question many times since this 
morning. 

"They should find out that we had an appointment at noon eventually — 
so it feels like we're running to another country. It's like saying we're the 
culprits." 

"T told you that's not it." 

Byouinzaka said the same line she had repeated many times today once 
again. 

"We had the tickets for that flight reserved for a long time, so it's only 
normal that we take it. Plus, we are not meant to know about Mister Author's 
death, so it's not normal to cancel at the last minute here. In the first place — 
by the time Mister Author was estimated to have died, we were either in 
Japan, or at most, in the airplane. There is physically no way for us to be the 
culprits." 

Also, Byouinzaka added—something she hadn't said the other times. 

"There are no culprits for suicide." 

"_..Isn't it ahomicide made to look like a suicide?" 

"That's called being delusioned by our novel—right? Didn't you write so 
in the chapter you wrote? If Usui says it's a suicide, then it's a suicide." 

Byouinzaka said in a mocking tone. 

"That relay novel...the more we went on, the lamer the cases became. The 
monk was killed inside the airplane! An impossible murder, but not really. 
The wife and the agent both killed themselves! No they didn't. The wife's 
death was a set up! No, she died in a traffic accident, but the agent's death 


was a murder camouflaged as a suicide! Nope, just a disease. The Japanese 


highschool girl was killed! Not. However, something really terrible happened 
at the very end. Reality doesn't follow fiction—no, fiction doesn't follow 
reality, I guess? In fact, the guy who said ‘Reality is stranger than fiction' got 
it right." 

"Whose words were those again?" 

"Byron's. An English poet." 

"What a coincidence." 

Precisely—reality was stranger than fiction. 

"If we hadn't met Mister Author on that day, there wouldn't have been 
anything weird. Maybe we only dreamed of those events." 

"That's not much different from saying we met Mister Author's ghost. 
'Then I might have already died—' huh. These words seemed enlightened— 
but thinking about it now only makes them stick out even further. Making fun 
of KuroneKo-san. Geez." 

"...Now that there's something you don't understand, do you feel like 
dying?" 

"Luckily, since you made me experience death earlier, I don't —ah, sorry. 
Did that sound sarcastic? I already recognized your sincerity and forgave 
you." 

Byouinzaka giggled. Apparently she remembered something funny. Of 
course, I had no idea whose sight she remembered and laughed at. What was 
her deal, if she laughed like that, it’d seem like I really bowed before her. 

"No matter how we got here—the wife, agent, and Mister Author himself, 
every person having read that novel for the moment, without exception — 
died." 

Anyone reading this novel will die without fail—The Cursed Novel. 

"At this point, maybe I should have followed your idea and read Mister 
Author's latest work." 

"Oi, Byouinzaka—"! 

"I'm joking. Also, I don't think he would let me read it. He was so 


protective he had an agent, so the security around the manuscript must be 


harsh. He was highly aware of his rights. He wouldn't let a girl coming from 
an eastern island read it, no matter how much she asks." 

Though it would be another story if Usui was in my place —Byouinzaka added. 

"So, what will happen to that protected manuscript now? And what will 
happen to the copyright, now that the author is dead?" 

"I wonder—I would assume it goes to his family, but I don't know. I 
wonder if it will even get to see the light of the day. ...No, I guess it will? Mister 
Author exorcised the curse with his own life—or something." 

"Yeah—it's a suicide, after all." 

"Maybe that was the real reason for the suicide. He was mentally 
cornered, and thought that was the only way to get his newest work out to the 
world—though that's a hypothesis not taking into account our meeting with 
him on that day." 

"In the end, that's the chaotic element in this case—without that, your 
interpretation would make perfect sense. 

It was confusing. 

"We can disprove the curse. ...In the first place, the order is weird for a 
curse. If we're thinking about the order they finished reading it, Mister Author 
should have been the first one to die." 

"Exactly. Therefore, it's not a curse—nor a ghost." 

"Then who in the world was that? Aah, I know, how about saying that it 
was a wax figure?" 

She said something like that before. Well no, she only wrote in the novel, 
I think. Either way, it was a stupid joke. 

"We mistook that wax figure for Mister Author and felt like we had met 
Mr. Girdle Lyas. That would explain it." 

"_..And after that we melt the figure, and no proof remains, I assume?" 

"yes." 

"It might be feasible." 

"Huhe" 


Ihadn't thought Byouinzaka would support me with this joke, so I looked 
at her in surprise—Byouinzaka was looking straight ahead with a serious 
expression. 

"Tf we don't think that way—things wouldn't fall into place." 

"No, no, Byouinzaka. You might not know, but wax figures don't eat 
Chinese cuisine." 

"Ts that so? That, I didn't know." 

Byouinzaka gave a random answer, only half-listening to me. 

"Then it might not have been a wax figure." 

"You don't say." 

"Samatoki-kun." 

Byouinzaka searched in her boston bag and took out a single book. That 
was one of Mr. Girdle Lyas' works that got a Japanese translation. 

"What do you think is the best way to become an author?" 

"_..What? I guess give up on going to America and aim at being a novelist?" 

"In a general way." 

"Who knows—maybe applying for a newcomer's award? Or with 
connections, like getting introduced by a publisher you're on good terms 
with...self-publishing might work too." 

"There's this saying. 'The easiest way to become an author is to stop being 
human!'—that's quite the statement, no?" 

"Who said that?" 

"In fact, I came up with it." 

So it was made up. 

"We went toa library in the daytime, didn't we?" 

"We did." 

"At that time, I tried searching for Mr. Girdle Lyas' works—but you see, 
there were only one or two paperbacks of him. Even the ones in Japan..." 

Byouinzaka showed the paperbacks she had in her bag. 

"...Have more books of his than that." 

"Ehh—" 


That's not like what we had heard. If Iremember correctly, he should have 
been a known veteran author with twelve published works. 

"—But, I guess that's howit is ultimately. Japan cannot know exactly how 
famous something overseas is—plus, in this modern era, he didn't publish 
anything in the last three years." 

"There are some authors who made a fortune and earned great respect 
despite having only written a single book in their lives." 

"T guess that can do it. So? What about it?" 

"As I said—this was the first book for him in three years. Precisely the 
time to bet everything. Even his life." 

are 

"An author who doesn't sell isn't treated like a human—and an author 
who sells isn't a human. That is also something I came up with just now, 
though. Samatoki-kun, even if I have at times I felt like dying because there 
was something I didn't understand, I have never once thought I didn't mind 
dying as long as I could understand it. However—in this world, some people 
might think that way. Though I don't think that sacrificing yourself for 
something is the right choice." 

"_..Did you figure out something?" 

"Yes. Just earlier, when you brought up the topic of wax figures. Rather — 
I recalled." 

"Hehe" 

Recalled? What exactly? 

"It's nearly departure time. Let's continue this conversation in the 
airplane, Samatoki-kun. Luckily the flight is twelve hours long—we have 
plenty of time to kill. We can take our time dissolving this mystery of reality. 
About why Mister Author had to die—" 

Byouinzaka stood up. 


'"— And why we had to come all the way to London." 


4, Inside the Plane / Seat row number 21 (Around 8PM) 


"Although I talked about dissolving the mystery, in reality, there is 
nothing to solve here. To begin with, all the "mysteries" or 
"inexplicabilities" are merely problems the observing side has. Those things 
happen because a first person perspective doesn't allow one to see what they 
should. 

"This case is a perfect example of that—we ate dinner with someone who 
was supposed to have hung himself the day prior. I don't even need to talk 
about how impossible that is. That said, going with the interpretation that it 
was a ghost is nothing more than giving up on thinking. Naturally, it wasn't 
a wax figure either. After all, wax figures don't eat Chinese cuisine. 

"So, Samatoki-kun. If this was a detective novel, what would you think? 
No, if you think of detective novels, you'll start thinking in weird directions — 
think of it as something you heard from a classmate. Let's say a classmate 
you aren't that close to brought you such a story. What would you answer? 

"Exactly, I'm sure you would say that— 'Then wasn't it that person's twin 
brother?' That is common sense. We don't even need to have twisted ideas. 

"However, we haven't heard anything about Mister Author having a twin 
brother—it's not like he would conveniently have a twin prepared 
somewhere. Then what would be your answer, Samatoki-kun? 'Then it was a 
doppelganger,' you would surely change it for something like this. 

"But that's the same thing as with the twin brother—there won't be 
someone who so conveniently looks exactly like him. We hear that there are 
three people looking exactly like you in the world, but there are 6.6 billion 
people. Three out of 6.6 billion. As if you would find it so easily—that is, once 
again, common sense. 

"But you see, Samatoki-kun—common sense differs depending on the 
time and place. You too must have encountered a few culture shocks during 


this trip. Everything you wrote in the relay novel, and what you didn't write, 


too. Both England and Japan are island countries, so in that sense their 
cultures are relatively close—but it bordering Ireland and being part of the 
United Kingdom still makes it greatly different from Japan. Their histories 
are different—their religions are different, their climates are different, and 
their languages are different. 

"Once you go over the border, you should think of yourself as in a different 
world. One shouldn't say anything unnecessary. 

"No, I'm not especially trying to make a thesis about internationality— 
it's not like I'm a nationalist, after all. But if we are aware that we crossed 
national borders, we will start seeing new possibilities. 

"To begin with, why did Mister Author ask for help about his cursed novel 
from Usui, someone overseas? This country, too, has many places one can 
bring these types of worries to. So why choose a Japanese person out of all 
people? 

"Because he could trust Usui the most? Yeah, there's no way. My distant 
relative, Usui, is the least reliable man in this world—I told you, didn't I? That 
he was a hedonistic man, always pushing his troubles onto others. 

"But—the important point for Mister Author is that Usui was from 
another country. To go further, it was important for him to be an Easterner, 
a Japanese person. 

"It looks like you realized now, Samatoki-kun. Exactly, it's what I told you 
inside the taxi on the second day of tourism —in the third chapter, I switched 
you with Choushi-kun. However, in reality, I had that conversation with 
you— people cannot differentiate what they are not used to. Someone not 
used to watching TV will think all idols look the same. Teenagers will think 
all historical plays look the same. Sexagenarians will think all anime look the 
same. Some people think every detective novel is the same, and some think 
every light novel is the same. Westerners will see all Easterners as looking the 
same, and in the same way, Easterners will see all Westerners as looking the 
same. Therefore— 


"There are an insane amount of doppelgangers overseas. 


"As long as the clothing, hairstyle, and stature look similar enough, even 
if their faces don't look anything similar —they will look exactly like that 
person. Especially because we only saw Mr. Girdle Lyas through his pictures. 

"T had found it bizarre from the start—I would have no complaints if it 
was Usui, but would a fine adult seriously talk to the highschool girl Usui sent 
in as a representative? Inside the novel, we came to a half-baked conclusion 
on that, but even if that worked for a novel, that kind of proxy couldn’t suffice 
in the real world. However, that was fine—no, rather, it was for the best. 
Because I, with no experience overseas, was far easier to deceive than Usui. 

"And Usui, himself, only exchanged words with Mister Author through 
messages. Therefore, even if the hedonistic Usui chose to not laze around and 
came to London himself, I'm sure the same thing would have happened. If you 
can speak English, you can have friends all around the world —at this point that 
saying sounds comical. 

"Well, since I was able to visit London thanks to that, Iam not ina position 
to complain—but it is pretty disappointing to think we were called with the 
intent of deceiving us from the start. 

"And as for why he wanted to do that, I have nothing to explain, do I? 
Naturally, to conclude The Cursed Novel—to give realism to the curse. His wife 
died. His agent died. Mister Author must have grieved those. However —at the 
same time, he realised that, by dying, he would give more worth to his first 
work in three years. 

"T didn't need to point it out for him—Mister Author had realised on his 
own that the first reader was none other than himself. If he died—the curse 
would be completed. That is the true meaning behind the words 'Then I might 
have already died'—though the one who said that was a look alike stranger, 
a strange look alike. Either someone he paid...or a fanatical fan. Either way, 
they've surely left London by now. 

"No one wants to become a murderer—no one would kill his own wife for 
a novel. However—even if killing someone else is out of the question, he 
could kill himself. That's how it is. 


"That said, this is where complex psychology comes in. The curse won't be 
deemed as one unless someone points it out. However, doing so yourself 
would look too forced—then should he write it in his suicide note when 
hanging himself? That, again, would look like someone trying to sell their 
product. 

"Then how about asking someone for help—and, after expressing his 
worries, he would only need to die. The people he spoke to would likely spread 
around the rumors. 

"However—this too, looks forced. Supporting the existence of the curse 
before it is completed is fishy—if he were thought to have asked for help 
planning to die from the start, like a prophet fulfilling their prophecies 
themselves, everything would be ruined. Then—how about asking for help 
after dying? 

"That's impossible timewise, but what if it could be done—he couldn't 
hope for anything better. 

"Thus we were sent all the way to London—and even I, who, in all 
modesty, pride myself for my observation skill, wasn't able to display that for 
my first time abroad. Needless to say, you didn't either. 

"The hat and sunglasses he wore in the hotel's lobby must have been a 
countermeasure against the natives—though we assumed it was a disguise 
due to his fame. 

"The proof? Aah, proof that the person we met wasn't Mister Author 
himself but a look alike? Yes, I have it. Look, don't you remember? That day— 
during the meal, I asked for his autograph and picture, but he turned me 
down. Well, it's not rare for a moody author, but forgetting that, he couldn't 
accept it to begin with. It wasn't him, so if a picture was taken and someone — 
like someone knowing him, or just any English citizen among the 60 
million—saw him, they would find out he was someone else. The autograph 
has the same problem, since their handwriting would differ. 

"That's not real proof? He might have simply been moody, you say? 


Exactly—well, I'm sure you must want to believe your eyes over anything 


else. Even I argued many times to Usui that the person I saw was for sure, 
without a doubt, Mister Author, so in reality, I'm embarrassed to show you 
this deduction. Don't fret, my speciality is taking back what I said. 

"But I have decisive proof—this digital camera. But didn't he turn down 
any picture, you ask? Exactly. Taking a picture in secret was impossible too. 
But you know—Samatoki-kun, modern digital cameras are all-in-one. 

"This one can take videos too. 

"And taking a video means being able to film something with the sound — 
in reality, Ihad my camera inside my pocket and was filming the whole thing. 
Though the screen only shows the interior of my pocket—but the sound 
recorded what happened outside, that is, the conversation we had then. 

"It's not like I wanted to record his voice because I'm a big fan of his. In 
the end, English is a second language to me too, you see—I'm not fully 
confident in my hearing. Please do not overestimate me. It would be a great 
problem if I missed something as we talked, so I wanted to record it in case I 
needed to check something. Having an IC recorder would have been more 
convenient, but unfortunately, I don't have anything that useful. So I used my 
digital camera instead. 

"In the third chapter I was in charge of, I had Choushi-kun take a video of 
the Rosetta Stone, didn't I? Making him take a movie of something that 
doesn't move. That idea was based on a real experience I had. Otherwise I 
wouldn't have come up with an idea as weird as that. 

"In short—this digital camera has a recording of the voice of the people 
present during that dinner. Well, unlike the autograph or picture where I 
asked to be polite, I would be in trouble if he had refused, so I did it without 
permission—after all, saying I wasn't confident in my hearing would disclose 
how poor my English skills are—this proof might not be accepted in a trial, 
but if we compare it to a recording of the real person's voice thoroughly, the 
difference will surely become clear. Although—that, too, might need a native 
English person to distinguish. Because both vision and hearing tend to find 


similar things they are not used to. 


"Well, I shall hand over that data to Usui once we get home—even if he 
hasn't heard his voice either, I'm sure he will be able to find something. He 
might even hand it over to the gentlemen at Scotland Yard for his own gain. 

"Well, saying Mister Author's actions make him the culprit would be 
bizarre —because, in the end, he simply committed suicide. 

"Still, I'm pretty tired—I guess I will spend the remaining flight time 
sleeping. That said, losing his life to give worth to his novel, no matter how 
you turn it over, how sinful the profession of an author is—I still need a lot of 
training. My awareness was weak. Samatoki-kun, this affair taught me a lot. 
I still don't think that sacrifices are beautiful, but as an observer, I cannot 
entirely deny the beauty in losing your life for the sake of something you gave 
birth to. Do you remember how I said that novels are to be read and not to be 
written? We used it a lot inside the relay novel, however, let me slightly 
correct those words. As follows: novels are made to be read, and all the same, 
made to be written. 


"And mystery novels aren't about literature, but beauty." 


'S Play on 3034 BUNGAKU Literature and 33 BIGAKU beauty. 


Kansai International Airport, boarding gate. Noon. 

I, open parentheses, Hitsuuchi Samatoki, had finished reading the 
manuscript I was handed. I then said, 

"Well...it's..not that good?" 

"Yeah." 

Next to me, Byouinzaka, who was waiting for me to finish reading, gave a 
meek answer in a completely indifferent tone, as if she was done with yet 
another job. 

"Well, my thoughts are about the same, Samatoki-kun. Though I have a 
lot of complaints about how I was depicted." 

"Hmm. Inversely, I don't have much of that... Rather, I felt pretty 
satisfied, like 'Oh yeah, I would probably have said that in this situation.' If 
we were to write a relay novel together with us appearing in it, I would 
definitely make you one of the victims. I wouldn't have killed you in such a 
meek way, but I would've done it for sure. I can visualise you getting super 
angry and making me bow before you too." 

"T wouldn't tell you to prostrate yourself..." 

Byouinzaka sounded dissatisfied. I thought of saying ''No, you probably 
would," but she genuinely looked put off, so I held out on the joke. 

"But still, he's amazing, that Usui guy. Byouinzaka, you didn't tell hima 
lot of details about me, right? Then how can he understand my psychology so 
well? He read me like a book. Isn't he a real prophet?" 

"Unlike me, Usui is aman who can understand others' feelings, you see — 
he can dig out your personality and make a character just from a few words 
of mine. Although I guess even he wasn't able to replicate Choushi-kun's 
personality. The proof for that is the lack of a chapter from Choushi-kun's 
point of view." 

"Ah, now that you mention it." 

It seemed so. From a structural standpoint, the novel should feel more 
complete with at least a chapter from Choushi-kun's perspective. Accepting 


that in my head, I gave back Byouinzaka the manuscript Usui, her distant 


relative, had written. Receiving it, in a smooth, uninterrupted motion, she 
threw that manuscript in the rubbish bin next to her. What a cruel thing to do. 
Apparently, the condition to have our trip fully financed was for Byouinzaka 
herself to read this, to make me read it, and have me tell her my 
impressions—but anyways, she's got quite the strange relative. Setting 
Byouinzaka aside, I couldn't believe he could write me, someone he had never 
met, this faithfully. How did he even predict that my shoes were so worn 
down they were on the verge of getting torn. 

That was even more scary than a curse. 

"Well, but, if you look in detail, you’ll see a lot of things different from 
reality...though it's obvious that would happen." 

First, neither of us were in uniforms. We wore plain clothes. Today was the 
first time I saw Byouinzaka in plain clothes, and...how should I put it, she had 
the fashion sense of a typical gyaru that one could often see on tv. Be it the 
boots, the pink, the fur, or the cowboy hat...so that was her fashion sense... 
Actually, she was probably confused about what to wear for her first abroad 
trip, and simply dressed according to a manual. Once again, I didn't know 
how to feel about it, but that ready-made fashion suited her well. 

'"— Also, our trip to London is purely for tourism. To celebrate the late 
confirmation of your graduation, which was uncertain due to you only 
attending the infirmary, so, well, a school-cum-graduation trip. Also, we're 
not going there to talk with that author." 

"But still, Girdle Lyas is areal author. And one of Usui's friends — although 
none of his books were translated into Japanese. And both his wife and agent 
are in good health. However, he is into occultism. One of his books is about a 
case caused by the curse of the dead." 

"Kah. Then it gets pretty simple. At this rate, next you'll tell me Usui-san 
has amonk acquaintance?" 

"He does." 


"Wait really?" 


"To be accurate, a higher up in a certain company who likes to disguise 
himself as a monk, though. ...His intelligence network is obviously 
impressive, but even without that, the man has a lot of weird acquaintances." 

vw 

She sure looked displeased when talking about him. If she hated him that 
much, she shouldn't have asked him to fund our trip in the first place. 

School trip-cum- graduation trip. 

I didn't have any complaints myself, though. Actually, I couldn’t believe 
Byouinzaka had a relative that would gift her and her friend a full trip abroad 
to celebrate her graduation. I only accepted despite the unreasonable 
schedule that was just after the Center Test because I wanted to answer Usui- 
san's generosity. Well, I obviously got permission from my family though. I 
can be trusted. 

"But we don't get to see these kinds of stories within the story novels 
these days. People used to write them together in the old times." 

"Well... guess it's a change in values. Now with the internet, phone 
novels, and all of that, individuals can easily connect to the world, they can 
get involved with the world—stories happening inside a small box aren't fit 
for this era anymore. No, for individuals, the world is neither something far 
nor close. If you extend your hand normally, you will reach it, it's that kind of 
space. The world isn't something exterior to us, but something interior. To 
put it plainly—that became self-evident. It's just what I think though." 

"Huh... see. How logical." 

"That said, in this modern era where everyone is so connected to the 
world, there are some hard-headed ones who can't recognize anything 
further than five centimeters away as their world." 

"So you're saying Usui-san is one of them? That said, with the stories 
within the story and the segmented uni-bracket monologue during the 
resolution, Usui-san must be a fan of the old days. I feel like I could get along 
with him." 


"You wouldn't. He's just stale." 


".,.[ mean, it's certainly not modern." 

"That man won't be satisfied with just praises, could you address him 
some complaints as well? He's the kind of man that likes to be complained 
to." 

"Let me see... Then, I wished he would've given me a resolution part too, 
not just to you and Choushi-kun...maybe? Though I'm certainly not well- 
suited to be in the role of the detective —I can feel like doing it as a game." 

"Hmm. I will transmit that. And what about the tricks?" 

"Aah, I kinda no longer care about the tricks in recent detective novels. I 
can forgive them unless they're really out there. My opinion is pretty much 
what was written in the novel. If I can agree for even an instant, the author 
wins." 

"How generous. I wish I could do the same...the word 'forgive' is pretty 
condescending, but well, it's not just you, Samatoki-kun, most readers are 
fundamentally condescending." 

"Also, Byouinzaka. Having read this novel, I'm looking forward to this trip 
even more. Why not take the described course as well. Will KuroneKo-san 
really act like that on Baker Street, or not? I'm starting to get excited." 

"As if I would. I wouldn't even smile. ...Sorry to betray your expectations, 
but even at the hotel, we have separate rooms." 

"Eh? Really?" 

"What kind of imprudent girl do you take me for?" 

Byouinzaka said that in a pouting tone. I thought it would be better to not 
try teasing her like this, so I changed the approach of my question. 

"So, Byouinzaka. You say he's your distant relative, but specifically how is 
that Usui person related to you?" 

Mew 

Byouinzaka set her eyes on me with a face filled with disgust from the 
bottom of her heart. 

"My father." 

She said. 


"Byouinzaka Usui. Currently unemployed, a wannabe novelist." 

"_..That is indeed unpleasant." 

Rather, so close! Wasn't hea first degree parent? No wonder Byouinzaka's 
narration was so realistic. Well, not exactly realistic but, well, it wasn't 
imaginary, nor idolisation. No one other than a parent could have written 
Byouinzaka Kuroneko that way. 

"He's someone I don't plan on ever meeting again after moving to 
America. I don't know what he's saying about celebrating my graduation, but 
Thope he doesn't feel like I owe him anything just for a trip to London—" 

There. 

The moment Byouinzaka spouted that, as if overlapping with her words, 
a somewhat loud voice was broadcasted on a speaker installed somewhere 
around the boarding gate. Apparently, a big terrorist explosion incident 
happened in London proper, and, because of that, the flight we were meant 
to take was cancelled. 

""— And it looks like I won't have any reason to owe him even that." 

Slowly nodding with a painful expression, Byouinzaka managed to only 
get that out. She didn't say anything more, but I clearly felt like I could hear 
her heart adding 'Anything this man organises always ends up like that. ' 

"Inside Usui-san's novel, though it was fiction, five people died—but I 
wonder how many died in that terrorist explosion." 

I stood up from my seat and told that to Byouinzaka. 

"T wonder. We can only pray that there were no casualties." 

Byouinzaka answered that, then stood up as if she was trying to stretch 
her knees. She then said—looking at my luggage, as if she was commenting 
on a boring story she had just finished reading: 


"Then, Samatoki-kun. Let's stop by a convenience store and go home." 


The World in the world. 


Afterword 


Well, I might only be thinking that because I chose a profession as related 
to that as possible, but I am occasionally blessed with thoughts like 
"Languages carry complex and fundamental problems." Like the barrier 
between languages. Well, I'm not here to talk about something so serious, but 
for example, when I watch both the subbed version and the dubbed version of 
a movie, I'm always greatly surprised at the complete difference in 
atmosphere. It's like, even though they are saying exactly the same thing, the 
nuances differ. If you watch the dubbed first, it feels weird when watching the 
subbed, and if you watch the subbed first, it feels weird when watching the 
dubbed, which makes me wish for a way to watch both of them at the same 
time. But my point is that, even though they're trying to convey the same 
thing, they end up not overlapping in the slightest in our heads. I don't even 
have to bring up other countries for that, we can say the same thing about 
broken speech in Japanese. We have many cases where saying something 
formally will be considered out of place, and to push that argument further, 
that also applies to classics. When we read classics, naturally, people living in 
the modern era will translate the meaning to that of the current language, 
however, I think that leads to our cognition and that of our ancestors not 
completely matching up. So we can consider language to be the 
representative of culture and common sense of that era, and I might be 
exaggerating a little, but we could apply that to conversations with people. In 
other words, when we talk to someone, even if we think we're properly 
conversing, in reality we're not on the same wavelength at all—even with the 
same culture and common sense, even using the same words, we're still not 
on the same wavelength. We understand what the other person is saying and 
the meaning behind that, but for some reason it doesn't get fully conveyed. 
Well, it's pretty common. Huh, so the complex and fundamental problems 


don't lie in words but in humans? 


This book was the third entry to the Sekai Series, the London Part. Doesn't 
it look really stoic if we write 'London Part" using the kanji for London?" I 
got to write about the pleasant everyday life of Byouinzaka Kuroneko and 
Hitsuuchi Samatoki I missed out on depicting in the last work and the one 
before that, so I feel happy about this work as a creator. No, I might not have 
written it at all in reality, but nevertheless, this was the Out Of Academy Part 
to mark the middle point in the Sekai Series. I'm not too keen on announcing 
information about the future, but to tell you the bare minimum, the next 
work will go back to being set in an academy. Kushinaka Choushi, nowin third 
year of middle school, will have to face not an everyday mystery but an 
abnormal mystery, a case related to the school's seven mysteries. Seriously?! 

At this point I don't even need to mention how I relied on many people for 
the writing and publishing of this book, but this time again I was in the care 
of various people. Among them are the editors Oota Katsushi-sama and 
Andou Akane-sama, and TAGRO-san who was in charge of the illustrations. 
I would like to use this occasion to express my most sincere gratitude. Well 
then. 


Nisio Isin 


'6 | ondon is usually written in katakana (C1 > K >) but, like many cities and countries, can be written 


with kanji, ff@3X (still pronounced the same) in this case. 


